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SAINT    ANN'S 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

CAUSA     FINITA     EST. 

"  Oh,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I  understand  !'  said  Colonel 
Meynell,  who,  with  a  troubled  countenance,  was 
pacing  hither  and  thither  in  his  tiny  di'a wing-room. 
*  Or  rather,  I  don't  understand  ;  because  these  are 
matters  belonging  to  feminine  nature,  which  must 
always  remain  incomprehensible  to  us.  But  I  under- 
stand that  such  things  can  be,  and  are.  To  love  a 
man  without  even  suspecting  that  you  love  him  until 
he  speaks  !  Well,  it  seems  strange ;  but  I  don't  say 
that  it  is  really  strange,  and  of  course  I  don't  blame 
VOL.  n.  16 
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you.  And  as  for  your  having  told  me  nothing  about 
it  last  night,  I  don't  blame  you  for  that,  either.  It 
was  best  to  make  sure  of  your  own  feelings  first.' 

*  Then  I  am  satisfied,'  Ehoda  declared,  drawing  a 
long  breath  of  relief. 

'  Ah,  my  dear !'  said  her  brother,  pausing  before 
the  cushioned  window-seat  upon  which  she  had  taken 
up  her  position,  and  looking  down  upon  her  with 
mingled  vexation,  doubt  and  compassion,  'do  you 
think  it  is  possible  for  you  to  mean  what  you  say? 
You  tell  me  to  decide  for  you  ;  but  do  you  think  you 
can  be  satisfied  with  my  decision  ?  You  may  submit 
to  it,  perhaps.' 

'  I  meant  that  I  was  satisfied  because  you  don't 
blame  me,'  the  girl  answered  ;  '  but,  of  course,  I  never 
dreamt  of  not  submitting  to  your  decision.  You 
always  know  best,  Victor,  and  j^ou  always  da 
what  is  right.  If  you  say  that  it  can't  be,  I  shall 
know  that  it  can't  be,  and  I  promise  you  that  I  won't 
complain.' 
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This  is  the  pleasant  sort  of  quandary  in  which  a 
man  of  clear  mind,  strong  will,  and  immense  personal 
influence  over  his  weaker  fellow-mortals  is  liable  to 
be  landed  at  any  moment  by  the  simple  operation  of 
natm-al  laws.  The  Colonel  could  control  and  direct 
many  things  and  many  persons ;  yet  in  the  presence 
of  so  common,  so  universal,  an  experience  as  that  r  f 
falling  in  love  he  was  powerless.  His  sister,  by  lo 
fault  of  her  own,  had  slipped  through  his  fingers  ;  yet 
in  emancipating  herself  she  had  not  released  him 
from  responsibility,  nor,  indeed,  could  he  have 
accepted  such  a  release  if  she  had  offered  it  to 
him.  What,  then,  was  to  be  done  ?  Nothing, 
it  appeared,  beyond  what  the  average  father  or 
guardian  would  do,  and  be  justified  in  doing.  '  I 
am  sorry  to  be  disagreeable,'  says  the  average  parent 
or  guardian,  '  but  I  really  cannot  consent.  You  are 
both  of  you  far  too  young ;  one  of  you  has  neither 
means  nor  a  career,  nor  any  definite  notion  of  shaping 
one  out  for  himself ;  the  other  has  yielded  to  a  fancy 
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which,  in  all  probability,  she  will  get  over  before  the 
year  is  out,  if  only  she  is  left  alone.  Immediate 
marriage  is  out  of  the  question,  and  a  long  engage- 
ment is  always  a  one-sided  bargain,  to  which  I  should 
not  be  doing  my  duty  if  I  were  to  agree.  I  can  see 
nothing  for  it  but  to  pronounce  an  absolute  veto. 
Both  of  you  may  live  to  thank  me,  and,  in  the  mean- 
time you  ought  to  blame  your  own  precipitation 
rather  than  me.' 

It  would  be  easy  and  quite  excusable  to  use  such 
language ;    but   would    it    be   quite    right  ?      Victor 
Meynell,  being  a  conscientious  man,  was  embarrassed 
by  his   inability  to  disguise  from  himself   that  the 
stock  objections  did  not  wholly  fit  the  particular  case. 
He  knew  that  he  was  influenced  more  by  his  distrust 
of  Arthur  Foley  as  an  individual — a  distrust  in  sup- 
port  of   which    he   could    adduce    no   argument   or 
evidence — than   by  a   prudent   aversion   to   the   un- 
certainty of   the   latter's  prospects.      He  knew   also 
that  Ehoda  would  do  just  exactly  what  he  told  her  to 
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do,  and  he  was  sure  that  he  could  make  a  much  wiser 
choice  for  her  than  she  had  made  for  herself.  Yet 
she  was  entitled  to  choose.  In  ninety-nine  cases  out 
of  a  hundred,  people  who  fall  in  love  fall  out  of  love 
again  and  are  none  the  worse  ;  still,  there  is  the  hun- 
dredth case.  .The  occasional  occurrence  of  the  possible 
hundredth  case  seems  to  have  been  proved,  and  has 
to  be  reckoned  with.  His  perplexed  inward  debate 
found  issue  at  length  in  an  ejaculation  of :  '  ^\Tiat  a 
thousand  pities  it  is  that  you  couldn't  have  taken 
Braunton !' 

'  But  he  never  asked  me,'  Ehoda  remarked  perti- 
nently. 

'  Oh,  I  know  !  And  there  is  this  stupid  infatuation 
about  Hamersley's  daughter — an  infatuation  which, 
unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken  in  Braunton,  will 
vanish  some  fine  day,  leaving  him  a  penitent  and 
astonished  man.  But  supposing  that  he  had  asked 
you?' 

*  I  dare  say  I  should  have  accepted  him,'  the  girl 
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answered  with  perfect  frankness.  '  I  like  him  ex- 
tremely, and  if  I  had  thought  that  you  wished  it,  I 
might  have  thought  that  I  wished  it,  too.  But  that. 
is  all  over  now.  There  is  only  one  man  in  the  world 
whom  I  can  ever  marry,  and  I  would  have  refused 
him  yesterday  if  it  had  been  possible  for  me  to  refuse 
him ;  because  I  knew  from  what  he  told  me  that 
there  was  scarcely  any  hope  of  my  being  allowed  to 
accept  him.' 

The  Colonel  broke  into  a  laugh  which  had  not 
much  sound  of  mirth.  '  Well,'  he  said,  *  I  suppose 
Foley  will  be  here  presently.  I  had  better  walk  down 
and  meet  him  ;  you  shall  see  him  afterwards.  I  am 
in  a  puzzling  dilemma,  but  it  is  partly  of  your  own 
creating,  and  I  can  but  do  my  duty  according  to  my 
lights.  You  might  have  defied  me,  and,  perhaps, 
ended  by  getting  what  you  wish  for ;  but  you  won't 
do  that.  And  so — there  it  is !  I  must  act  as  I 
believe  it  to  be  best  for  you  that  I  should  act.' 

The  Colonel  left  the  room  and  the  house  without 
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further  words,  well  knowing  that  there  was  no  need 
for  any.  It  was  never  his  way  to  be  demonstrative, 
nor  did  his  sister  require  to  be  told  that  he  would 
rather  have  undergone  any  amount  of  suffering 
himself  than  inflict  the  slightest  unnecessary  pain 
upon  her.  But  if  there  had  been  some  suggestion  of 
weakness  and  indecision  in  the  language  which  he 
had  held  to  her,  nothing  of  the  sort  was  traceable  in 
his  manner  of  accosting  the  young  man  whom  he 
encountered,  five  minutes  later,  by  the  bank  of  the 
stream. 

'  Foley,'  he  said,  after  briefly  returning  the  other's 
greeting,  '  I  consider  that  you  have  broken  faith  with 
me.  I  told  you  that  I  trusted  you  not  to  abuse  your 
opportunities  of  speaking  to  my  sister  as  you  have 
done.' 

Arthur's  colour  rose,  but  he  had  half  anticipated 
some  such  charge,  and  he  had  promised  himself  that 
he  would  keep  his  temper. 

*  I  can't  admit  that  I  have  broken  faith  with  any- 
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body,'  he  answered.  *  I  remember  your  saying  thai 
you  trusted  me  not  to  distress  or  annoy  her ;  but  I 
made  no  promise.  Even  if  I  had,  it  doesn't  seem  to- 
me that  I  should  have  broken  it  by  telHng  her  that  I 
loved  her.  I  was  bound  to  tell  her — I  couldn't  have 
helped  it !' 

'  My  good  fellow,  every  man  can  help  doing  what 
he  has  no  business  to  do,  and  no  man  in  your  present 
position  has  any  business  to  tell  a  girl  that  he  loves. 
her.  However,  we'll  let  that  pass ;  the  mischief  m 
done.  Distress  you  most  undoubtedly  have  brought 
upon  her,  and  my  opinion  is  that  she  might  have 
been  spared  it,  if  you  had  exercised  the  self-control 
that  I  asked  of  you.  For,  of  course,  what  has- 
happened  hasn't  caused  me  to  change  my  mind.  I 
told  you  that  it  wouldn't  do,  and  I  can  only  repeat 
that  it  won't  do.  I  dare  say  I  should  be  more  sorry 
for  you  if  I  were  less  sorry  for  her ;  as  it  is,  I  can't 
help  feeling  that  you  won't  be  the  chief  sufferer.' 

*  Then   she   does   love    me !'    cried    Arthur ;     for> 
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naturally  enough,  that  joyful  implication  was  the  one 
feature  in  the  Colonel's  stern  harangue  which  im- 
pressed him. 

The  Colonel  frowned,  and  bit  his  lip.  '  You  will 
see  her  presently,'  he  answered,  '  and  she  will  tell  you 
what  I  suppose  you  will  be  glad  to  hear — though  I 
am  not  sure  that  you  ought  to  be  glad.  But  she  will 
also  tell  you  that  she  cannot  marry  you,  because,  for 
the  reasons  I  gave  the  other  day,  I  can't  allow  an 
engagement.' 

'  Ah,  but  things  are  not  as  they  were  the  other  day ! 
You  said  she  would  take  her  cue  from  you,  meaning 
that  she  would  not  love  me,  because  you — why,  I 
can't  tell — dislike  me ;  but  you  were  wrong  there,  you 
see.  Isn't  it  possible  that  you  may  be  wrong  in 
disliking  me,  too  ?' 

'  I  don't  dislike  you.  I  am  not  sure  of  j-ou — that 
is  the  long  and  short  of  it,  I  believe.  In  any  case,  I 
may  tell  you  that  Ehoda  wishes  my  decision  to  be 
final,  and  my  decision  has  to  be  against  you.     The. 
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less  said  the  better.  If  I  can  make  arrangements  to 
send  her  away  for  a  time,  and  give  her  a  change  of 
scene,  I  will  ;  but  there  may  be  difficulties,  for  we 
have  lost  sight  of  our  friends  in  the  outer  world.  I 
hope  you  yourself  will  not  linger  in  these  parts,  and  I 
can't  think  that  you  will  have  any  wish  to  do  so.' 

Now,  of  course,  Colonel  Meynell  was  very  well 
aware  that,  although  his  sister  might  be  willing  to 
make  his  decision  final,  it  would  not  and  could  not 
be  accepted  as  such  by  the  man  whom  she  loved. 
He  therefore  listened  with  polite  patience  to  all  that 
Arthur  had  to  say  upon  the  subject,  and,  when  at 
length  the  latter  paused  for  a  reply,  merely  re- 
marked : 

'  It  isn't  a  case  for  argument  between  you  and  me, 
my  dear  fellow.  If  you  will  go  in  now  and  see  Ehoda, 
she  will  probably  make  you  understand  in  five 
minutes  what  the  case  really  is.  However,  I  won't 
restrict  you  to  five  minutes.  I  have  some  things  to 
do  which  will  occupy  me  for  about  half  an  hour,  after 
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which  I  will  join  you — supposing,  that  is,  that  you 
care  to  see  me  again  before  you  leave.' 

The  Colonel  had  not  anything  particularly  urgent 
to  do,  nor  was  his  heart  very  much  in  the  tasks  with 
which  he  busied  himself  during  the  half -hour  that 
ensued. 

He  had  expressed  but  little  compassion  for  Arthur 
Foley ;  yet,  now  that  he  came  to  reflect  upon  the 
whole  situation,  he  did  begin  to  feel  sorry  for  the 
poor  young  fellow,  whose  offence,  after  all,  had  been 
less  heinous  than  provoking,  and  who  was  about  to  be 
punished  for  it  after  a  fashion  which  would  doubtless 
astonish  him.  Because  it  certamly  is  an  astonishing 
and  unusual  proceeding  on  the  part  of  any  girl  to 
make  so  complete  a  surrender  of  her  personal  will  as 
Ehoda  had  made,  and  if  such  a  surrender  should 
arouse  the  wrath  and  incredulity  of  her  lover,  who 
could  blame  him  ?  But  the  Colonel  was  absolutely 
sure  of  his  sister.  He  had  no  misgivings ;  he  knew 
that  she  would  never  consent  to  anything  which  he 
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had  felt  it  his  duty  to  forbid,  and  on  the  expiration  of 
the  allotted  time  he  entered  the  cottage,  to  find 
precisely  what  he  had  expected  to  find.  Ehoda  was 
pale,  Arthur  was  flushed.  Both  of  them  looked 
distressed,  while  one  exhibited  unmistakable  symp- 
toms of  the  anger  for  which  it  had  been  decided  that 
he  should  not  be  held  deserving  of  censure. 

'  Well,  Foley,'  the  Colonel  said,  not  unkindly, 
'  you  see  how  it  is.  Of  course  you  don't  like  it,  and 
of  course  you  think  me  an  opinionated  brute  ;  but 
that  can't  be  helped.  The  main  thing  is  that  there 
should  be  no  misapprehension,  and  Ehoda  will  have 
convinced  you ' 

'  She  has  convinced  me  of  nothing,'  interrupted 
Arthur,  '  except  that  you  won't  allow  an  engagement, 
and  that  I  knew  before.  I  dare  say  you  are  perfectly 
right ;  I  don't  complain.  Only  I  wish  I  could 
convince  you  and  her  that,  although  she  isn't  in  the 
least  bound  to  me,  I  am  as  much  bound  to  her  as  if 
an  engagement  existed.     When  all's  said  and  done. 
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"there  are  limits  to  your  power,  you  know.  You  can't 
prevent  me  from  feeling  as  I  do.' 

'  Oh  no,'  answered  the  Colonel,  with  a  slight  smile. 
*  I  haven't  that  pretension.' 

*  And  you  can  prevent  me  from  remaining  true  to 
myself  and — and  to  her.  I'm  not  asking  her  to 
remain  true  to  me ;  I  shan't  dream  of  reproaching 
her  if  she  doesn't.' 

The  Colonel  was  about  to  make  a  sensible  and 
appropriate  rejoinder,  when  he  was  surprised,  and 
somewhat  disagreeably  so,  at  being  forestalled  by  his 
sister,  who  said  quietly  : 

*But  I  think  I  shall.  I  can't  promise  more, 
because,  if  I  did,  that  would  be  much  the  same 
thing  as  engaging  myself  to  you,  which  I  mustn't  do. 
But  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  marry  anyone  else. 
You  don't  mind  my  telling  him  so,  do  you,  Victor  ?' 
she  asked,  turning  to  her  brother. 

The  keeper  of  her  conscience  could  only  shrug  his 
shoulders  and  laugh.     '  You  have  said  what  you  have 
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said,  my  dear  girl,'  he  remarked;  'it's  just  a  few 
seconds  too  late  to  ask  me  whether  I  mind  or  not, 
isn't  it  ?  You  must  try  to  accept  that  assurance  for 
what  it  is  worth,  Foley;  and  candidly,  I  hope  and 
think  it  isn't  worth  much.  Anyhow,  there  must  be 
no  more  assurances,  nor  even  half-assurances.  I 
might  say  something  about  remote  future  possibilities, 
but  it  is  much  better  not.  They  are  too  remote  and 
too  improbable.  Let  us  write  Finis  to  the  present 
chapter,  and  have  done  with  it.' 

It  was  a  curious  testimony  to  the  single-mindedness 
and  simplicity  of  this  brother  and  sister  that  they 
should  have  permitted  themselves  two  such  indiscreet 
utterances  as  those  recorded  above,  and  that,  after 
the  one  had  avowed  her  love  for  her  suitor,  while  the 
other  had  spoken  about  future  possibilities,  they 
should  have  believed  themselves  capable  of  there  and 
then  writing  Finis  to  an  obviously  unfinished  chapter. 
But  Colonel  Meynell  was  accustomed  to  be  obeyed, 
and  Ehoda  had  the  habit  of  obedience.     It  scarcely 
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occurred  to  either  of  them  that  after  the  autocrat 
(having  excellent  reasons  for  so  doing)  had  said,  '  You 
must,'  something  like  a  dead-lock  might  be  created  by 
the  not  altogether  inconceivable  rejoinder  of  '  I  won't. 

Ai'thur,  iiowever,  did  not  make  that  defiant  re- 
joinder. He  went  away  at  last,  sorrowful,  mortified, 
and  a  little  disappointed,  yet  not  outwardly  rebellious  ; 
and  it  was  reserv'ed  for  his  father  to  put  forward 
representations  on  his  behalf  which  could  not  easily 
be  gainsaid.  For,  of  course,  Mr.  Foley  had  to  be 
told,  and,  equally  of  course,  a  subsequent  conference 
had  to  be  held  between  him  and  Colonel  Meynell, 
whereat  the  elder  man  had  all  the  best  of  the  argu- 
ment. 

*My  dear  sir,'  Mr.  Foley  wound  up  this  discussion 
by  saying,  '  you  aj^pear  to  me  to  be  the  victim  of 
some  incomprehensible  prejudice.  Here  are  two 
young  people  who  are  mutually  attached,  who  seem 
to  be  admh'ably  suited  to  one  another,  and  whom 
nothing  that  I  can  see  prevents  from  setting  up  house 
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together  to-morrow.  I  have  explained  to  3^ou  that 
there  will  be  no  difficulty  about  money,  and  you 
confess  that  you  have  nothing  to  urge  against  my 
son,  except  his  youth  and  his  lack  of  a  profession. 
But  youth,  so  far  from  being  an  incurable  disease,  is, 
as  we  know,  one  which  is  quite  certain  to  be  cured  by 
the  lapse  of  a  very  few  years  ;  and  as  for  a  profession, 
may  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  what  your  own  is  ? 
You,  surely,  should  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
doubt  the  possibility  of  being  busy  and  useful  without 
labouring  for  hire,  and  although  this  property  is  not 
^  large  one,  I  think  that  when  I  have  handed  it  over 
to  Arthur — as  I  have  told  you  that  I  mean  to  do  at 
his  marriage — it  will  supply  him  with  work  enough  to 
keep  him  out  of  mischief.  I  grant  you  that  the  affair 
has  been  somewhat  sudden,  and  that  you  may  not 
know  Arthur  quite  as  well  yet  as  you  would  like  to 
know  him  before  surrendering  your  sister's  future 
happiness  to  his  care.  Let  us  wait  awhile,  then,  and 
let  us  have  no  nominal  engagements.     But  when  you 


•     CACrSA  FINITA  EST  17 

tell  me  peremptorily  that  there  is  to  be  an  end  of  the 
whole  matter,  and  when  you  suggest  that  I  should 
turn  my  son  out  of  house  and  home,  lest  embarrass- 
ing encounters  should  follow,  I  do  feel  entitled,  not- 
withstanding my  natural  weakness,  to  remind  you 
that  you  are  not  my  master.' 

The  Colonel  quite  acknowledged  that,  but  remained 
obdurate  all  the  same.  If  he  was  not  Mr.  Foley's 
master,  he  was  his  sister's  master ;  and  if  Arthur  did 
not  choose  to  leave  the  neighbourhood,  why,  Ehoda 
would  have  to  do  so  for  a  time,  that  was  all.  He 
could  not  consent  to  an  engagement,  nommal  or  im- 
plied, and  he  was  well  aware  that  his  refusal  must 
appear  to  be  mspked  by  prejudice. 

'  Naturally,'  he  added,  'you  think  well  of  your  son, 
and  I  don't  say  that  I  think  badly  of  him ;  only  that 
isn't  enough.  He  has  had  no  o^Dportunity  as  yet  of 
showing  what  he  is  made  of,  and  you  seem  disposed 
to  deny  him  the  customary  opportmiities.  If  we  were 
to  talk  for  another  two  hours,  Mr.  Foley,  we  shouldn't 
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understand    one    another   a   bit    better   than   we   do 
now.' 

The  Colonel  put  it  in  that  way  for  courtesy's  sake ; 
but  as  a  matter  of  fact  he  perfectly  understood  Mr. 
Foley's  standpoint,  which,  indeed,  presented  no  diffi- 
culties to  the  average  intelligence.     Mr.  Foley,  on  the 
other  hand,  did  not  in  the  least  understand  him,  nor 
from  that  day  to  this  has  he  ever  wavered   in   his 
belief  that   Colonel  Meynell's   piety  was   compatible 
with  a  shrewd  eye  to  the  main  chance.     Braunton 
Towers,  to  be  sure,  was  a   far   more  imposing  and 
tempting  prize  to  play  for  than  St.  Ann's.     Mean- 
while, the  upshot  of  it  all  was  that  the  Colonel  sus- 
tainedja  preliminary  defeat.     With  some  trouble,  and 
after  some  negotiations  which  were  a  little  galling  to 
his  pride,  he  did  contrive  to  dismiss  his  sister  on  a 
fortnight's  visit  to  some  friends  at  a  distance  ;  but  at 
the  expiration  of  that  time  it  was  necessary  for  her  to 
return  home,  and  when  she  returned,  Arthur  Foley 
had  not  yet  quitted  the  place.     The  worst  of  having 
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a  small  income  and  numerous  local  ties  is  that  you 
can't  go  a^ay  for  several  months,  as  richer  folks 
might  do,  and  the  worst  of  having  to  deal  >ivith  a 
rejected  lover  whose  conduct  is  unexceptionable  is  that 
you  can't  decently  turn  your  back  upon  him. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

MISS    HAMERSLEY    ENJOYS    HERSELF. 

*  I  wouldn't  trouble  to  give  any  more  reasons  if  I 
were  you,'  said  Lola  Hamersley.  '  You  have  told  me 
already  that  you  hate  picnics,  that  you  ought  to  stay 
at  home  to-morrow  to  write  important  letters,  that  no- 
body will  miss  you  if  you  don't  turn  up,  and  I  forget 
what  else.  I  don't  believe  a  single  word  of  it ;  but  if 
I  did,  that  wouldn't  prevent  me  from  asking  you,  as  a 
personal  favour,  to  come  with  us.  Now,  are  you  going 
to  persist  in  your  refusal  ?' 

She  glanced  down  smilingly  at  her  cousin,  who  was 
seated  upon  a  footstool  beside  her  sofa,  and  who 
answered  with  undisguised  irritation  : 
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*  You  know  well  enough  that  I  can't  refuse  you  when 
you  ask  in  that  way.  All  the  same,  I  clon"t  see  why 
you  should  be  so  anxious  to  drag  me  to  Lady 
Braunton's  picnic  against  my  will.  It  can't  be  my 
company  that  you  want,  for  you  will  have  Braunton, 
and  you  never  condescend  to  notice  my  existence  when 
he  is  anywhere  near.' 

*  I  shall  notice  you  to-morrow,'  returned  Lola  com- 
posedly. '  Most  likely  I  shall  notice  you  a  great  deal, 
and  so  will  other  people,  you  may  be  sure.  Perhaps 
that  is  why  I  want  you  to  come,  and  perhaps  that  is 
why  you  would  like  to  stay  away  if  you  could.  But 
the  beauty  of  it  is  that  you  can't.  Such  is  your 
cousinly  affection  for  me  that  you  are  literally  unable 
to  deny  me  the  fun  of  watching  how  you  and  Miss 
Ehoda  behave  yom'selves  under  trying  chcumstances.' 

She  broke  mto  a  low  laugh,  while  Ai'thur  started  to 
his  feet  with  an  impatient  exclamation,  and  marched 
off  to  the  wmdow.  Some  weeks  had  elapsed  since  his 
dismissal   by  the  ghl  whom  he  loved — weeks  which 


22  SAINT  ANN'S 

were  not  wholly  satisfactory  to  look  back  upon,  and 
which  had  led  up  to  no  very  satisfactory  outlook.  He 
ought,  he  knew,  to  have  gone  away.  He  had  talked 
of  going  away,  and  still  talked  of  doing  so  ;  yet  he  had 
lingered  on,  and  his  motives  for  lingering  were  of  a 
nature  which  he  did  not  care  to  analyze  too  closely. 
It  was  true  that  his  father  had  spoken  plaintively 
about  the  horrors  of  solitude  at  St.  Ann's;  but 
although  filial  obligations  might  serve  well  enough 
for  a  pretext,  he  could  hardly  plead  to  himself  that  he 
had  been  swayed  by  any  overwhelming  sense  of  these, 
nor  could  he  even  pretend  that  he  was  reluctant  to 
quit  the  neighbourhood  in  which  Ehoda  dwelt.  Since 
her  return  he  had  met  her  once  or  twice,  and  had 
exchanged  a  few  words  with  her  in  the  presence  of  a 
third  person ;  but,  of  course,  he  had  not  revisited 
Moor  Cottage.  What  she  evidently  expected  him  to 
do,  and  what  he  had  been  pretty  plainly  told  to  do, 
was  to  go  away  and  win  his  spurs.  His  persistence  in 
remaining  at  home  could  not  but  cause  her  embarrass- 
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ment,  and  was  not  likely  to  increase  her  love  or  her 
respect  for  him.     Nevertheless,  he  stayed  on  day  after 
day.     Day  after  day,  too,  he  found  himself  drawn  by 
an  irresistible  attraction,  which  had  a  strong  element 
of  repulsion  in  it,  to  that  lodging-house  drawing-room 
by  the  sea,  where  his  cousin  Lola  lay  upon  her  sofa 
and  laughed  at  him.     What  in  the  world  did  he  go 
thither  to  seek?     Assm'edly  not  sympathy,  for  Lola 
had  guessed,  or  had  been  told,  how  he  was  situated, 
and  was  not  sparmg  in  derisive  comments  upon  his 
woeful  plight.     They  seldom  met  without  quarrelling, 
only  they  never  parted  without  ha\ing  made  friends 
again — and  Lola   had   a   fashion  of   making  friends 
which  was  disturbing,  alarming  even,  and  which  could 
not  be  remembered  afterwards  without  horrible  mis- 
givings as  to  what  might  possibly  come  of  it  some  fine 
day  or  other. 

At  the  risk  of  representing  Arthm*  Foley  as  not  only 
weak  but  unpardonably  fatuous,  his  biographer  has  to 
confess  that  there  were  moments  when  he  felt  almost 
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sure  that  his  beautiful  cousin  had  lost  her  heart  ta 
him.  Not  that  she  intended  to  marry  him — that  was. 
quite  another  affair,  and  her  intention  of  ultimately 
marrying  Lord  Braunton  was  as  obvious  to  him  as  it. 
was,  for  some  reason  or  other,  distasteful — but  thera 
were  moments  when  her  words  and  her  looks  seemed 
to  admit  of  only  one  interpretation.  Also  there  were, 
moments  when  Arthur  did  not  feel  as  sure  as  he  would 
have  liked  to  feel  of  himself.  Why,  for  example,, 
could  he  not  refuse  to  go  to  this  picnic  of  Lady 
Braunton's,  at  which  the  Meynells  were  to  be  present, 
and  from  which  ordinary  good  taste  required  that  he 
should  absent  himself  ?     After  a  long  pause  he  said  : 

'  I  sincerely  hope  you  will  get  some  fun  out  of  this 
horrid  al-fresco  entertainment,  but  I'm  afraid  you 
won't  get  much  fun  out  of  me,  and  I  don't  know  what 
you  mean  by  "  trying  circumstances."  No,  I  don't 
want  to  know,  thanks.  Yqu  needn't  explain.  We. 
have  been  over  that  ground  so  many  times  already, 
haven't  we  ?' 
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'  Don't  you  like  going  over  that  gi'ound  ?  I  thought 
you  did.  Well,  you  shan't  be  teased  any  more,  and 
you  shall  go  over  as  much  ground  -with  Miss  Meynell 
on  Thursday  next  as  you  can  persuade  her  to  go  over 
-with  you.  Eather  than  rob  you  of  such  a  grand 
opportunity,  I  will  get  up  a  flotation  \^"ith  the  terrible 
Colonel,  and  leave  Lord  Braunton  to  his  own  devices. 
See  what  it  is  to  have  a  truly  affectionate  and  dis- 
interested cousm  to  back  you  up.' 

She  was  more  affectionate  than  disinterested ; 
several  persons,  includmg  Lord  Braunton,  had  sus- 
pected that  of  late,  and  had  been  disquieted  by  their 
suspicions.  Yet  she  always  contrived  to  get  her  own 
way  and  carry  her  point.  She  had  contrived  cleverly 
enough  to  prevent  Lord  Bramiton  from  making  her  a 
definite  offer  of  marriage  as  yet.  She  contrived  to  get 
rid  of  her  father  whenever  she  wished  to  get  rid  of 
him,  and  now  she  had  contrived  to  secure  Arthur's 
acceptance  of  an  invitation  which  even  Mr.  Foley  had 
suggested  that  it  might  be  as  well  to  declme. 
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Mr.  Foley,  however,  had  no  serious  objection  to 
accompanying  his  son  on  the  following  Thursday, 
when  the  dogcart  which  he  had  recently  purchased 
was  brought  round  to  the  door,  and  when  Arthur  took 
the  reins.  Mr.  Foley  thought  he  could  form  a  toler- 
ably shrewd  forecast  of  coming  events,  and  was  of 
opinion  that  so  soon  as  Lord  Braunton's  engagement 
to  Miss  Hamersley  should  be  announced.  Colonel 
Meynell  would  become  more  amenable  to  the  demands 
of  two  sighing  lovers.  In  the  meantime,  such  an 
encounter  as  was  about  to  take  place  might  be 
awkward,  no  doubt ;  but  the  Colonel  had  nobody  but 
himself  to  blame  for  inevitable  awkwardnesses.  One 
couldn't  be  expected  to  shun  the  society  of  one's  neigh- 
bours in  order  to  suit  Colonel  Meynell's  convenience. 
And  while  he  was  being  driven  at  a  rapid  pace  through 
the  deep  lanes  on  this  still,  hazy  August  day,  which 
w^as  like  an  anticipation  of  the  coming  autumn,  he 
took  occasion  to  remark  : 

'Lord  Braunton's  affair  with  Lola  seems  to  drag 
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rather.  Why  doesn't  he  come  to  the  pomt  and  have 
done  with  it  ?' 

'I  suppose  she  won't  let  him,'  Arthur  answered. 
*  Perhaps  she  hasn't  quite  made  up  her  mmd  yet 
whether  she  means  to  take  him  or  not.' 

'  Oh !  she  has  made  up  her  mind.  Otherwise, 
saving  your  presence,  she  wouldn't  have  played  you 
off  against  him  as  she  has  been  doing  for  the  last  week 
or  two.  Eobert  is  growmg  anxious,  too ;  and  unless 
I  am  very  much  mistaken  in  Robert,  his  daughter 
will  have  to  obey  his  orders  or  he  will  know  the 
reason  why.  Not  that  the  question  interests  me,  ex- 
cept in  so  far  as  it  concerns  you.  I  think  it  would  be 
a  good  thmg  for  you  to  get  the  course  cleared  by  the 
removal  of  that  couple  from  your  path.' 

Arthur  made  no  response.  He  was  not  m  sympathy 
with  his  father,  and  did  not  care  to  inquire  mto  the 
latter's  meaning.  His  own  feelhig  certainly  was  that 
he  would  be  able  to  breathe  more  freely  after  Lola 
should  have  accepted  Lord  Braunton ;  but  he  could 
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not  possibly  have  told  anybody  else  why  he  half 
desired,  half  dreaded  that  event,  nor  did  he  believe 
that  Ehoda's  obduracy  would  be  in  the  slightest 
degree  affected  by  its  occurrence.  At  the  bottom  of 
his  heart  he  could  neither  understand  nor  quite  forgive 
the  girl  who  had  confessed  that  she  loved  him,  but  who 
was  nevertheless  willing  to  break  off  all  communica- 
tion with  him.  She  might,  he  thought,  have  divined 
— surely,  if  she  had  really  loved  him,  she  would  have 
divined — that  he  was  exposed  by  her  desertion  of  him 
to  temptations  which  any  man  with  blood  in  his  veins 
must  find  it  hard  to  resist. 

This  vexed  sensation  of  having  been  defrauded  of 
what  he  had  a  right  to  expect  at  her  hands  was 
destined  to  be  rendered  more  acute  by  the  subsequent 
episodes  and  incidents  of  the  day.  Brake  Tor,  the 
spot  which  Lady  Braunton  had  decided  upon  as  the 
scene  of  her  picnic,  is  one  of  those  rocky  elevations  by 
which  the  surface  of  the  unending  stretch  of  moorland 
above  B  rid  stow  is  diversified,  and  from  the  summit  of 
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which  all  manner  of  distant  places  are  said  to  be  dis- 
cernible in  clear  weather.  But  as,  in  the  West 
Country,  fine  weather  almost  always  implies  hazy 
distances,  while  bad  weather  is  but  another  name  for 
dense  fog,  the  visitor  to  Brake  Tor  who  expects  to  be 
rewarded  for  his  climb  by  detecting  the  outline  of 
Portland  Bill  upon  the  horizon  is  not  unlikely  to  be 
disappointed.  For  the  rest,  the  numerous  company 
which  had  assembled  m  comphance  with  Lady 
Braunton's  invitation  was  a  good  deal  more  interested 
in  aspics  and  mayonnaises  than  in  Portland  Bill. 
Arthur  and  his  father  were  the  last  to  arrive,  and 
then-  advent  caused  no  sth'  among  such  acquamtances 
of  theh's  as  were  already  seated  upon  the  heather 
and  busily  engaged  in  refreshing  themselves.  The 
Meynells  were  there,  and  the  Latimers,  and  one  or 
two  other  neighbours  ;  but  the  party  was  chiefly  com- 
posed of  guests  at  Braunton  Towers,  to  whom  Arthur 
had  not  been  introduced,  and  to  whom  it  was 
apparently  not   deemed   necessary  to  mtroduce  him 
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now.  Colonel  Meynell  looked  up,  smiled  and  nodded. 
Ehoda  did  the  same.  Koom  was  made  for  Mr.  Foley 
beside  Lady  Braunton,  and  Lola  called  out  to  her 
cousin : 

'  Come  and  sit  down  here,  Arthur ;  I  have  kept  a 
place  for  you.' 

All  this  was  quite  as  it  should  have  been,  and 
Arthur  ought  to  have  been  very  thankful  that  his 
appearance  had  thus  been  accepted  as  a  matter  of 
course ;  yet  he  was  vaguely  dissatisfied,  and  as  he 
squatted  uncomfortably  upon  the  heather  at  Lola's 
elbow,  disposing  of  his  long  legs  as  best  he  could,  he 
was  unable  to  refrain  from  whispering  to  her : 

'  This  is  extremely  thoughtful  of  you ;  but — am  I 
not  occupying  our  host's  place  ?' 

'  Our  host,'  she  replied,  in  an  equally  subdued 
voice,  '  has  chosen  to  occupy  yours.  There  is  no 
accounting  for  tastes,  is  there  ?  I  have  often  had 
occasion  to  make  that  reflection  both  about  him 
and  about  you.     Well,  we  must  try  to  console  our- 
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selves  and  one  another.  After  all,  your  opportunity 
doesn't  fall  due  quite  yet.  ^lien  we  are  all  suffi- 
ciently gorged,  we  shall  break  up  into  fresh  groups, 
no  doubt.' 

Lord   Braunton,  sure  enough,  had   taken    up   his 
position   beside   Ehoda   Me^Tiell,   and   was   evidently 
exerting    himself    for    her    entertainment.     Arthur, 
knowing  what  he  knew,  felt  that  it  was  absurd  to  be 
jealous ;  still,  he  did  not  altogether  like  it,  and  the 
cheerful  composure  with  which  Ehoda  listened  to  and 
responded  to  her  neighbour's  conversation  displeased 
him.     He,  for  his  part,  was  neither  cheerful  nor  com- 
posed,   and    his   own   neighbour,    after    one    or   two 
attempts  to  improve  his  humour,  abandoned  him  in 
favour  of    a  young  Guardsman  who  was   staying  at 
Braunton  Towers,  and  whom  a  few  glances  from  her 
dark  eyes  had  sufficed  to  vanquish.     How  was  Arthur 
to  know  that  there  had  been  a  little  tiff  that  morning 
between  his  neighbour  and  Lord  Braunton,  and  that 
the  latter — poor  innocent  soul ! — was  striding  to  avenge 
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himself  by  methods  which  no  male  creature  has 
ever  yet  discovered  the  secret  of  employing  success- 
fully ? 

So  if  the  spectacle  of  an  obviously  insincere 
flirtation  between  Lord  Braunton  and  the  lady  whom, 
if  he  had  had  any  common-sense,  he  would  have  been 
courting  sincerely,  did  not  for  a  moment  deceive  the 
person  for  whose  benefit  it  had  been  arranged,  it  so 
far  misled  Arthur  Foley  as  to  cause  him  to  depart 
from  a  certain  wise  and  proper  resolution  that  he  had 
made.  He  was  well  aware  that  it  did  not  beseem  him 
to  approach  Ehoda  Meynell ;  yet,  no  sooner  had 
luncheon  been  disposed  of,  and  a  general  movement 
begun  to  take  place,  than  he  did  approach  her.  She 
was  still  talking  to  Lord  Braunton,  and  he  interrupted 
them  almost  rudely. 

'  Don't  you  want  to  come  and  look  at  the  view, 
Miss  Meynell  ?'  he  asked.  *  That's  what  we're  all 
Jaere  for,  isn't  it  ?' 

She  coloured,   and  looked  rather  taken  aback  for 
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the  moment,  but  quickly  recovered  her  presence  of 
mmcl.  " 

'  I  don't  think  I  will  climb  up  to  the  top  of  Brake 
Tor  to-day,'  she  replied.  '  I  have  often  seen  the  view 
before,  and  Lord  Braunton  was  saying  that  perhaps 
he  would  walk  across  the  moor  with  me  to  a  farm 
where  the  people,  who  are  friends  of  mme,  are  in 
great  trouble,  owmg  to  then*  havmg  had  two  ricks 
burnt  down  to  the  ground.  But  don't  let  me  take  you 
away  if  you  think  you  ought  to  stay  and  look  after 
your  guests,'  she  added,  turnmg  to  the  disconsolate 
landowner,  who,  mdeed,  looked  as  if  he  would  prefer 
■sending  his  tenants  a  cheque  to  visiting  them  per- 
sonally. 

But  Lord  Braunton,  after  a  quick,  furtive  glance  at 
Lola  and  her  captive  Guardsman,  professed  himself 
ready  to  start. 

'  I'm  not  at  all  wanted  here,  and  I'm  quite  at 
your  orders,  Miss  Mepiell,'  he  declared.  *  I  sup- 
pose it  will  take  us  a  good  hour  to  walk  there  and 
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back,  won't  it  ?  If  so,  we  had  better  lose  no  more 
time,' 

Arthur  whisked  round  without  another  word. 

'She  doesn't  care!'  he  said  to  himself  angrily; 
*  she  has  no  will  of  her  own,  nor  any  particular  wish, 
that  I  can  see,  except  to  do  as  her  brother  tells  her. 
If  he  told  her  to  marry  that  fellow  she  would  marry 
him  to-morrow,  gig-lamps  and  all,  and  be  quite  con- 
tented. As  for  me,  I  dare  say  she  would  be  sorry  to 
see  me  go  to  the  deuce,  but  she  would  never  think 
that  it  was  she  who  had  sent  me  there.' 

Eidiculously  unjust  as  such  reflections  were,  similar 
ones  have  been  indulged  in  and  repented  of  by  many 
a  disappointed  lover  before  now,  and  Arthur  did  not 
really  mean  what  he  thought  for  a  moment.  But  it 
was  unlucky  that  this  foolish  mood  of  his  should  have 
led  him  to  walk  straight  into  a  trap  which  had  been 
carefully  laid  for  him.  Five  minutes  later  he  was 
walking  along  one  of  the  narrow  glens  which  slope 
precipitously  downwards   from   the   outskirts   of   the 
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moor,  his  companion  being  Lola  Hamersley,  who 
had  shaken  off  her  Guardsman  on  his  approach  and 
who  was  now  offering  him  consolation  after  her 
fashion. 

*  Cheer  up !'  she  was  saying ;  '  plenty  of  misfor- 
tmies  are  blessmgs  in  disguise,  and  if  one  lives  long 
enough,  one  finds  out  what  they  really  are.  Mean- 
while, it  would  be  polite  of  you  to  look  a  little  less 
disgusted  with  your  present  company.  Take  example 
by  me.  I  am  quite  gay  and  sprightly,  you  see,  though 
I  have  been  just  as  much  deserted  as  you  have.' 

'  You  are  pleased  to  say  so ;  but  the  truth,  of 
course,  is  that  if  you  had  wanted  Braunton  to  be  here 
now,  here  he  would  have  been— and  I  shouldn't.' 

'  x\nd  you  complam  of  that !  Evidently  you  don't 
wish  to  spoil  me  by  an  over-dose  of  flattery.' 

'  I'm  not  complaining ;  only  you  mustn't  talk  as  if 
there  were  any  sort  of  resemblance  between  your  case 
and  mine.  To  begin  with,  you  don't  care  a  straw  for 
Braunton.' 
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'  How  many  straws  do  you  imagine  that  you  care 
for  Miss  Meynell  ?  Shall  I  tell  you  what  is  making 
you  so  cross,  Arthur?  It  is  that  your  vanity  has 
Lsen  wounded.  Your  vanity,  not  your  heart;  for, 
whatever  you  may  say  or  think,  you  will  never  per- 
suade me  that  your  heart  really  belongs  to  that  cold, 
prim  girl,  who  is  inevitably  destined  to  become  the 
wife  of  some  country  clergyman  or  other.  You  are 
capable  of  a  very  different  sort  of  love  from  any  that 
she  can  inspire — or  would  know  what  to  do  with 
when  she  had  got  it.' 

That  might  be  true  ;  and  Lola,  after  she  had  seated 
herself  upon  the  trunk  of  a  fallen  tree,  and  had  made 
him  sit  down  beside  her,  went  on  to  say  other  things 
which  might  also  be  true,  but  which  were  a  trifle 
audacious.  Perhaps  she  understood  him ;  unquestion- 
ably she  understood  one  side  of  him,  and  such  use 
did  she  make  of  her  knowledge,  that  at  the  •  end  of 
half  an  hour  he  had  lost  his  head,  if  he  had  not  lost 
his  heart.     It  was  the  old  story  of  that  Sunday  after- 
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noon  over  again,  only  this  time  he  ^as  m  a  far  worse 
case,  because  he  was  more  reckless  of  consequences. 
Lola  had  convmced  him,  not  only  that  he  might  win 
her  if  he  chose,  not  only  that  his  chance  of  ever 
winnmg  Rhoda  was  a  very  remote  one,  but  that 
Ehoda  did  not,  in  truth,  want  to  be  won.  And  if  the 
ghi  whom  he  loved  was  willmg  to  live  without  him, 
willing  even  to  marry  some  other  man  (as  he  believed 
that  she  was),  what  did  anything  else  signify?  After 
all,  one  isn't  a  stock  or  a  stone ;  one  can't  pretend  to 
be  altogether  unmoved  b}"  an  avowal  of  love — for 
Arthur,  not  mexcusably,  took  certain  expressions 
which  Lola  had  used  as  an  avowal  of  love — from  the 
most  beautiful  woman  one  has  ever  beheld  in  one's 
life. 

Well,  it  was  not  her  hand  that  he  kissed  on  this 
occasion,  and  she  scarcely  resisted  his  embrace ;  but 
the  moment  afterwards  she  pushed  him  away,  laughing, 
and  exclaiming : 

*  Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense  !    Between  cousins  much 
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is  permitted,  only  we  live  in  a  strait-laced  country^, 
and  if  good  Mrs.  Latimer  were  to  come  romid  the 
corner  suddenly,  I  am  afraid  she  might  jump  to 
unwarrantable  conclusions.  Allans  !  If  I  have  com- 
forted you  a  little,  I  am  satisfied.  Suppose  we  go 
back  now  and  join  the  festive  gathering?' 

She  really  seemed  to  think  that  things  could  end 
like  that ;  and,  what  was  more,  she  insisted  upon 
making  them  end  like  that  for  the  time  being.  She 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  entreaties,  his  queries,  his 
asseverations.  She  would  do  nothing  but  laugh  at 
him  in  her  languid,  rather  unmirthful  way,  and  very 
soon  she  had  brought  him  within  sight  of  the  rest  of 
the  party,  after  which  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
behave  as  thpugh  he  had  not  j  ust  taken  an  irrevocable 
and  perhaps  fatal  step. 

By  the  rest  of  the  party  (which  did  not  include 
Lord  Braunton  and  Ehoda,  who  had  not  yet  returned 
from  their  walk)  these  truants  were  received  with 
subdued    and    significant    smiles.     Lady   Braunton, 
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upon  whom  the  light  of  a  relinquished  hope  was 
beginning  to  shme  once  more,  took  joyful  note  of  the 
young  man's  confused  aspect ;  Mrs.  Latimer  could 
not  resist  nudging  her  husband,  who  immediately 
asked  her  in  a  loud  voice  what  was  the  matter  now ; 
and  Colonel  Meynell's  keen  eyes  rested  for  a  moment 
upon  the  couple,  with  an  expression  which  may  not 
have  been  one  of  scorn,  but  which  Arthur  at  once 
interpreted  as  such.  As  for  Mr.  Foley,  he  was  more 
diverted  than  alarmed,  and  it  was  only  when  he  found 
himself  reduced  to  beg  somebody  for  a  lift  home,  his 
son  ha\ing  unceremoniously  driven  off  without  him, 
that  he  began  to  wonder  what  the  deuce  that  ^hd  had 
been  up  to. 


CHAPTEK  XV. 


KELEASE. 


Aethue's  first  impression  when  he  woke  on  the 
following  morning  was  that  something  terrible  had 
happened  to  him.  Then  he  remembered  what  had 
happened  ;  and  ^  then,  in  self-defence,  he  had  to  make 
up  his  mind  that  it  was  not  terrible  at  all.  Under 
other  circumstances,  of  course,  it  would  have  been 
terrible  enough,  but  under  other  circumstances  it 
could  not  have  come  to  pass.  If  Ehoda  had  been  true 
to  him,  if  she  had  really  cared  for  him  as  she  had 
professed  to  do,  it  was  not  the  fascinations  of  Lola 
Hamersley  that  would  ever  have  caused  him  to  falter 
in  his  allegiance ;  but  since  Ehoda  had  dismissed  all 
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thought  of  him  from  her  mmd,  without  difficulty  or 
even  temporary  loss  of  spirits,  the  very  best  thing  that 
he  could  do  was  to  imitate  her.  And  Lola's  powers 
of  fascmation  were  undeniable  when  she  chose  to 
exert  them.  To  be  sure,  he  was  not  in  love  with  her 
in  quite  the  same  way  as  he  was,  or  had  been,  in  love 
with  lihoda  Meynell ;  but  perhaps  there  were  more 
ways  than  one  of  bemg  m  love,  and  probably  he  would 
not  be  unhappy  with  Lola  as  his  wife. 

With  these  and  other  more  or  less  ^relevant 
reflections  he  endeavoured  to  maintam  his  self-esteem 
while  he  was  dressing ;  but  he  could  not  get  away 
from  the  fact  that  he  had  bound  himself  by  ajdistinct 
promise,  nor  could  he  feel  that  he  would  be  free  to 
make  a  formal  ofter  to  his  cousm  mitil  he  should  have 
been  released  from  that  promise.  A  few  words,  no 
doubt,  would  obtam  his  release  for  him  ;  but  the 
uttering  of  those  few  words  would  be  such  a  horribly 
unpleasant  process,  that  he  longed  to  get  it  over  with 
as  little  delay  as  might  be.     Could  he  go  boldly  up  to 
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Moor  Cottage,  as  soon  as  he  had  had  his  breakfast, 
and  ask  to  see  Khoda  ?     He  hardly  thought  that  he 
could.     He   did   not  wish  to    spare   himself — or,    at 
least,  he  believed  that  he   did   not — but  he  shrank 
from  making  the  brutally  straightforward  confession 
which  such  a  course  would  render  necessary  ;  and  if 
he  could  be  assured    of   his  liberty  without  having 
been  called  upon  to  mention  Lola  Hamersley's  name, 
that  would  surely   be   all   the   better   for   everybody 
concerned.     That  Khoda  would  hesitate  for  a  moment 
to  restore  him  his  liberty  he  would  not  allow  himself^ 
to  doubt.     He  would  have  been  a  far  more  miserable 
man  than  he  was  (which  is  saying  a  good  deal)  if  he 
had   not  harboured  a  strong   feelmg   of   resentment 
against  the  girl  who  had  talked  of  loving  him,  but 
who  was  evidently  indifferent  as  to  what  might  become 
of  him  and  his  love. 

Finally  he  decided  to  wait  until  after  luncheon,  and 
then  walk  slowly  in  the  direction  of  Moor  Cottage. 
Ey  that   means    he   would    be    almost   sure   of   en- 
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countering  Ehoda,  who  went  down  to  Bridstow  on 
most  afternoons  of  the  week,  and  there  would  be  no 
need  to  tell  her  that  he  had  waylaid  her  purposely. 
What  he  had  not  anticipated,  and  what  upset  his 
equanimity  a  little,  was  that  the  first  person  he 
encountered  on  the  woodland  path,  which  he  had 
so  frequently  mounted  with  a  lighter  heart  than  now 
beat  beneath  his  waistcoat,  was  not  Ehoda,  but  her 
brother.  The  Colonel,  who  was,  as  usual,  in  a  hurry, 
was  descendmg  the  hill  at  a  trot,  and  j)ulled  up  on 
recognising  the  solitary  wayfarer,  at  whom  he  glanced 
sharply. 

'  Going  up  to  my  place,  Foley '?'  he  asked.  '  Did 
you  want  to  see  me  about  anythmg  ?' 

The  fact  was  that  Arthur  could  not  very  well  have 
been  bound  for  any  other  destmation,  and,  all  things 
considered,  he  thought  himself  entitled  to  prevaricate. 
There  had  been  no  rupture  between  him  and  his 
former  Mentor ;  he  had  continued  to  act  m  some  sort 
as   Colonel  Meynell's   subordinate,   and   had    several 
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times  had  to  apply  to  the  latter  for  mstructions,  so 
that  this  seemed  to  be  a  good  opportunity  for  saying : 

'  Well,  I  rather  wanted  to  mention  to  you  that  it's 
uncertain  how  far  I  may  be  able  to  dispose  of  my  own 
time  in  future,  and  if  you  know  of  anybody  who  would 
be  willing  to  replace  me ' 

'  Oh,  I'll  find  somebody !'  answered  the  Colonel 
briskly  ;  '  or  if  I  can't  I'll  do  the  work  myself.  There 
won't  be  much  more  cricket  now,  and  indoor  amuse- 
ments don't  require  so  much  supervision.  You  wish 
to  hand  in  your  resignation,  then,  eh  ?' 

'I  think  I  had  better,  perhaps.  Not  that  I  have 
done  much,  or  been  allowed  to  do  much.' 

'  You  have  done  as  much  as  you  were  asked  to  do, 
at  all  events,  and  we're  not  ungrateful.  Does  this 
mean  that  you  are  thinking  of  going  away  ?' 

'  Well,  yes,'  answered  Arthur  slowly,  *  I  am  think- 
ing of  it.     Yes ;  I  should  like  to  go  away,  if  I  can.' 

He  could  not  keep  a  slightly  injured  intonation 
out   of    his   voice,    and,   notwithstanding    the    great 
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change  that  had  come  over  his  prospects  and  inten- 
tions, he  was  not  best  pleased  when  the  Colonel  re- 
joined heartily : 

'  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it ;  that  is  much  the  best 
thmg  that  you  can  do.  When  do  you  propose  to 
start  •?' 

Arthur  explamed  that  his  project  had  not  yet 
taken  definite  shape :  he  expected  to  be  leaving 
Bridstow  before  long,  that  was  all.  In  any  case,  he 
did  not  thmk  that  he  could  have  kept  up  his  work 
among  the  yomig  fellows,  such  as  it  had  been.  And 
inwardly  he  reflected,  '  You  wouldn't  have  let  me  keep 
it  up.  You'll  despise  me  and  refuse  to  have  anythmg 
more  to  do  with  me  as  soon  as  you  know  the  truth, 
though  you  are  more  to  blame  than  anybody  else  for 
what  I  suppose  you  will  call  my  inconstancy.' 

The  Colonel  looked  ?s  if  he  was  waitmg  to  be  told  a 
little  more  ;  but  as  Arthur  remained  silent,  he  put  no 
further  questions,  and  presently  said  : 

'■  Well,  I  shall  see  you  again  before  you  go,  I  dare 
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say.  If  you'll  excuse  me,  I'll  run  on  now ;  I'm  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  behind  time.' 

When  the  sound  of  his  rapidly-retreating  footsteps 
had  died  away  in  the  distance,  Arthur  sat  down, 
staring  moodily  at  the  stream  and  the  over-arching 
trees,  some  of  which  already  showed  touches  of  yellow 
and  red  here  and  there,  and  all  the  familiar  land- 
marks. They  seemed  to  be  mutely  reproaching  him, 
and  perhaps  he  deserved  to  be  reproached  ;  but  it  was 
so  very  essential  that  he  should  not  begin  to  reproach 
himself  !  Not  yet,  anyhow  ;  not  until  he  should  have 
got  through  that  impending  interview,  which  he  was 
sensible  of  a  craven  longing  to  avoid.  For  the 
present,  he  must  only  remember  that  he  had  de- 
cisively, if  not  deliberately,  separated  himself  from 
Ehoda  Meynell,  and  must  steadfastly  bear  in  mind 
her  behaviour  at  the  picnic.  It  was  not  as  if  she  had, 
or  ever  could  have  had,  any  love  for  him  worthy  of 
the  name. 

Now,  whether  he  hoped  that  she  would  come  soon, 
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or  that  she  would  not  come  at  all  (and  he  was  not 
quite  certam  what  his  hopes  were),  he  could  do  no 
more  than  put  himself  m  the  way  of  meeting  her, 
and  his  courage  had  not  had  time  to  suffer  much 
further  dimmution  when  he  became  aware  of  her 
approach.  She  was  stepping  quickly  downwards 
through  the  woods,  with  a  basket  upon  her  arm,  as 
he  had  often  seen  her  do  before,  and  she  did  not 
catch  sight  of  him  until  he  had  risen  and  advanced 
a  few  paces  towards  her.  Then  she  started  and 
stood  still,  lookmg  at  him  mquh'uigly,  and  a  little 
apprehensively.  He  took  off  his  hat,  and,  since  one 
way  of  opening  a  conversation  of  which  it  is  im- 
possible to  foresee  the  end  serves  as  well  as  another, 
said  : 

'  I  hope  you  didn't  over-tire  yom'self  yesterday.' 
'  Oh  no,'  she  answered,  with   a   slight  smile ;    '  it 
wasn't  a  very  tu-mg  expedition,  was  it  ?' 

'  It  was   a  rather   tiresome   one,    I   thought ;    but 
perhaps  that  isn't  the  same  thing.     I  was  only  afraid 
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that  you  might  have  been  fatigued  by  the  long  walk 
that  you  chose  to  add  to  it.' 

'  To  the  farm,  do  you  mean  ?  Oh,  that  was  nothing : 
four  miles  and  a  half,  there  and  back,  at  the  outside, 
with  a  good  half -hour's  rest  while  we  were  listening  to 
-all  the  poor  people's  grievances.  I  should  be  ashamed 
of  myself  if  I  couldn't  walk  that  distance  without 
being  fatigued.' 

'  And  you  had  congenial  company — which  makes 
all  the  difference,  no  doubt.' 

His  tone  was  cold,  and  he  had  so  much  the  air  of 
wishing  to  pick  a  quarrel  that  Khoda  formed  con- 
clusions. It  was  foolish  of  him  to  be  jealous ;  but 
that  kind  of  folly  is  one  which  no  woman  who  ever 
lived  is  tempted  to  punish  with  severity,  and  she 
answered  gently : 

'  I  always  like  talking  to  Lord  Braunton  ;  he  is  an 
old  friend  of  ours,  as  you  know.  Besides,  I  was 
particularly  anxious  that  he  should  see  those  tenants 
of  his  himself.     The  truth  is  that  they  aren't  good 
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tenants,  and  the  agent  would  be  glad  to  get  rid  of 
them ;  but  what  can  they  do,  poor  thmgs  ?  They 
have  a  swarm  of  children,  and  no  money  m  the  bank, 
and  every  kmd  of  misfortune  has  overtaken  them 
during  the  last  eighteen  months.  I  wanted  Lord 
Braunton  to  hear  theh  story  at  first  hand  ;  because 
of  course  thmgs  sound  so  different  when  they  are 
reported  by  an  agent.' 

'  And  I  suppose  he  promptly  wiped  out  all  arrears 
of  rent,  and  gave  them  every  penny  that  he  had  m 
his  pocket.' 

'  He  did  better  than  that ;  he  promised  to  put 
matters  upon  a  more  satisfactory  footmg,  and  give 
the  poor  creatures  a  chance  of  making  both  ends  meet 
m  future — which  they  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  had 
hitherto.  Ever^'body  knows  that  Lord  Braunton  is  a 
most  merciful  landlord ;  but  with  his  wealth  it  is  easy 
enough  to  be  merciful.  "Wliat  I  like  about  him  is  that 
he  always  tries  to  be  just,  and  that  he  doesn't  mmd 
how  much  trouble  he  gives  himself.' 

VOL.   II.  19 
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*  Oh,  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  is  great,  good  and 
wise,'  said  Arthur  impatiently  ;  '  and  I  dare  say  he  is 
willing  to  take  trouble  when  you  ask  him.  Perhaps 
he  wouldn't  have  taken  it  unless  you  had  asked  him, 
though.  In  all  cases  it  is  apt  to  be  more  a  question 
of  who  asks  than  of  what  is  asked  for,  isn't  it  ?  You^ 
for  instance,  were  not  willing  to  take  so  much  trouble 
as  to  walk  up  to  the  top  of  Brake  Tor  with  me  when 
I  asked  you.' 

Khoda  looked  down  and  bit  her  lip.  She  thought 
Arthur  was  treating  her  rather  unfairly ;  but  at  the 
same  time  she  was  not  insensible  of  the  trials  to 
which  his  temper  and  patience  had  been  exposed. 

'  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  blame  me  for  that,' 
she  said  at  length,  in  a  low  voice ;  '  I  don't  think  you 
ought  to  have  asked  me  to  walk  away  with  you,  know- 
ing'that  I  couldn't  do  it.'  Then  she  raised  her  eyes 
frankly  to  his,  and  added,  smiling  a  little :  '  Indeed, 
I  don't  think  you  ought  to  have  come  to  the  picnic 
at  all.' 
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*  I  wish  to  God  I  hadn't !'  burst  out  the  young  man 
vehemently. 

He  was  half  mclmed  to  tell  her  the  whole  truth  ;  he 
was  more  than  half  ashamed  of  his  shabby  attempt  to 
break  with  her  upon  the  pretext  that  she  had  pre- 
ferred Lord  Braunton's  society  to  his.  Since  she 
would  have  to  despise  him  soon,  why  should  she  not 
hear  the  worst  then  and  there  ?  But  the  words  which 
were  on  their  way  to  his  lips  were  driven  back  by  her 
rejoinder. 

'  I  won't  pretend  to  misunderstand  you,'  she  said. 
'  If  you  dislike  my  talking  to  Lord  Braunton,  or  to 
anybody  else,  I  am  sorry  for  it ;  but  I  can't  help  it. 
We* must  not — neither  you  nor  I  must  behave  as  if  we 
w^ere  engaged  to  be  married.  I  hoped  you  would  have 
realized  that.' 

*I  have  realized  that  the  position  m  w-hich  I  am 
placed  is  an  impossible  and  mtolerable  one,'  returned 
Arthur  sullenly.  '  I  have  realized  that  your  idea  of 
love  is  not  the  same  as  mine,  and  that  3'ou  w"ould  far 


LIBRARY 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS 


52  SAINT  ANN'S 

rather  marry  to  please  your  brother  than  to  please 
yourself ;  supposmg,  that  is,  that  you  feel  much 
personal  preference  in  the  matter — which  I  am  in- 
clined to  doubt.  I  admit  that  we  are  not  engaged, 
but  when  your  brother  refused  to  hear  of  an  engage- 
ment, I  told  him  that  I  should  still  consider  myself 
bound  to  you,  and ' 

*  And  now  you  are  sorry  for  having  said  so,'  inter- 
rupted Ehoda  quietly.  '  I  don't  at  all  wonder  at  that, 
and  you  may  be  sure  that  neither  Victor  nor  I  ever 
thought  of  taking  you  at  your  word.  Why  should  you 
consider  yourself  bound  to  me  ?' 

'  Oh,  only  because  I  imagined  that  you  loved  me. 
Seeing  that  you  had  just  told  me  you  did,  there  was 
some  excuse  for  my  mistake,  perhaps.' 

*  I  told  you  nothing  but  the  truth ;  I  told  you  all 
along  that  Victor  must  decide  for  me,'  the  girl 
answered.  '  It  is  not  I  who  have  placed  you  in  an 
impossible  or  intolerable  position,  and  if  you  mean,  as 
I  suppose  you  do,  that  it  is  intolerable  on  account  of 
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your  having  given  a  sort  of  promise  which  I  never 
asked  or  wished  you  to  give,  I  can  only  say  again  that 
I  don't  consider  you  bound  to  me  by  it  in  the  smallest 
degree.' 

The  colour  had  faded  from  her  cheeks,  but  her 
voice  remained  under  control,  so  that  Arthur,  who 
dared  not  look  her  in  the  face,  was  not  without  justifi- 
cation m  assummg,  as  he  did,  that  she  was  perfectly 
willing  to  set  him  free. 

*  There  isn't  much  more  to  be  said,  then,'  he  re- 
marked bitterly.  '  It  is  true  that  I  regret  ha\TQg 
given  you  that  promise,  and  that  I  wish  to  withdraw 
it.  I  could  tell  you  my  reasons,  only  I  don't  suppose 
that  you  would  be  interested  in  hearing  them,  and, 
after  all,  reasons  which  can't  be  done  away  with  or 
altered  are  hardly  worth  discussing.' 

'I  would  rather  not  hear  them  or  discuss  them,' 
answered  Ehoda  steadily.  *  I  must  be  going  now,  so 
I  will  say  good-bye.' 

'  How  little  you  care  !'  he  exclaimed. 
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He  could  not  repress  that  imprudent  ejaculation, 
but  she  paid  no  attention  to  it,  and  resumed  her  down- 
hill progress,  leaving  a  most  miserable  man  behind 
her.  He  had  achieved  his  purpose,  his  liberty  had 
been  accorded  to  him  without  mention  of  names  or 
even  so  much  as  an  allusion  to  his  true  motives  for 
claiming  it ;  but  he  had  been  thoroughly  disingenuous, 
and  what  was  almost  worse,  he  had  been  unable  to 
maintain  the  self-deception  with  which  he  had  set  out. 
He  could  no  longer  pretend  to  himself  that  he  had 
ceased  to  love  Ehoda  Meynell,  nor  had  she  said  any- 
thing at  all  to  prove  that  she  had  not  ceased  to  love 
him.  Well,  it  was  useless  to  brood  over  the  inevitable 
and  irretrievable  outcome  of  his  own  folly.  He  was 
so  convinced  of  that  that  he  sat  down  upon  the  bank 
of  the  stream,  with  his  elbows  on  his  knees  and  his 
head  supported  by  his  hands,  and  brooded  over  it  for 
the  best  part  of  an  hour. 

At  length  he  rose,  shook  his  shoulders,  and  started 
off  at  a  quick,  steady  pace  for  the  town.     The  past 
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was  over  and  done  with,  the  sooner  he  plunged 
into  the  future  the  better  it  would  be  for  him ;  and 
Lola  Hamersley,  he  felt  pretty  sure,  must  be  awaitmg 
his  advent.  He  had  almost  emerged  from  the  wood, 
when  he  was  hailed  by  an  ascending  pedestrian,  m 
whom  he  recognised  Lola's  father,  and  who,  after 
jommg  him  and  shaking  him  by  the  hand,  said  : 

'  You  are  the  very  man  I  wanted  to  see.  I  came 
across  Meynell  just  now,  and  he  told  me  that  you  were 
thinkmg  of  gomg  away.  Have  you  any  settled  plan, 
or  is  it  that  you  are  beginnmg  to  feel  the  need  for  a 
change  of  scene  ?' 

'  I  have  no  plans  at  all,'  answered  Arthur.  '  I 
haven't  even  spoken  to  my  father  upon  the  subject 
yet,  but  I  mentioned  to  Colonel  ]\Ieynell  that  I  might 
probably  be  gomg  away  soon,  because — well,  I  suppose 
because,  as  you  say,  I  rather  want  a  change  of  scene.' 

'  So  I  imagined.  My  reason  for  asking  the  question 
was  that  I  also  am  beginning  to  feel  that  I  must  get 
away   somewhere    out    of    sight    of    civilization   and 
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stretch  myself.  Not  to  Asia,  Africa,  or  America.  No  T 
those  good  old  days  are  over  for  me,  and  I  have  a. 
notion  of  running  out  to  the  Pyrenees  for  a  few  weeks, 
and  trying  to  knock  over  a  few  isards  or  bouquetins,, 
and  I  was  wondering  whether  it  would  suit  your  book 
to  come  with  me.  From  all  I  can  learn,  the  sport  is 
likely  to  be  indifferent;  but  we  shall  sleep  out  of 
doors,  we  shall  be  as  far  removed  from  the  fashion- 
able world  as  if  we  were  in  the  Mountains  of  the 
Moon,  and  I  suppose  we  shall  have  some  sort  of  a 
remote  chance  of  breaking  our  necks.  Does  that 
prospect  tempt  you  ?' 

The  prospect  of  breaking  his  neck  appeared  ta 
Arthur  at  that  moment  to  be  about  the  most  alluring 
that  kind  fortune  could  offer  him ;  but,  apart  from 
that,  he  felt  very  much  disposed  to  close  with  Mr. 
Hamersley's  proposal.  He  was  quite  determined  that> 
come  what  might,  he  would  leave  Bridstow  for  a  time, 
and  this  excuse  for  so  doing  would  be  an  excellent 
one.     There  was,  however,  one  question  which  had  to 
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be  taken  into  account,  but  which  had  not  presented 
itself  to  him  until  now,  because  his  attention  had  been 
so  fully  occupied  with  other  matters,  "Wliat  would 
Mr.  Hamersley  be  likely  to  think  of  him  as  a  son-in- 
law  ?  Upon  the  whole,  there  did  not  seem  to  be  much 
reason  to  apprehend  opposition  from  that  quarter. 
Lord  Braunton,  to  be  sure,  was  a  far  bigger  man  than 
the  future  owner  of  St,  Ann's  ;  but  Eobert  Hamersley 
was  no  tufthunter,  and  Arthur  had  had  more  than 
one  opportunity  of  noticing  (not  without  surprise) 
that  he  was  under  petticoat  government.  Lola's 
wishes,  it  was  safe  to  assume,  would  have  her  father's 
assent.  Moreover,  there  would  be  a  certain  appro- 
priateness and  poetic  justice  about  a  marriage  which 
would  msure  to  his  child  the  enjoyment  of  property 
which  he  had  forfeited  long  ago.  Still,  while  every- 
thing was  as  yet  so  undecided,  it  was  impossible  to 
say  more  than : 

'  I  thmk  I  should  like  it  very  much,  only  I  shall 
have  to  find  out  whether  my  father  can  spare  me  ; 
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and — and  there  are  one  or  two  other  things.  When 
do  you  mean  to  start  ?' 

'  Next  week,  perhaps  ;  but  there's  no  urgent  hurry. 
We  ought  to  brmg  our  expedition  to  an  end  before  the 
weather  breaks  and  the  first  snow  falls,  that's  all.  I 
shall  be  very  glad  if  you  can  arrange  to  accompany  me, 
and  I  should  think  your  father  might  manage  to  do 
without  you  for  three  weeks.  My  daughter  seems  to 
think  that  she  can  get  on  very  well  without  me  for 
that  length  of  time,  anyhow.' 

'  What  will  she  do  while  you  are  away  ?'  asked 
Arthur  wonderingly.  '  Are  you  going  to  leave  her  at 
Bridstow  all  by  herself  ?' 

'  We  haven't  quite  made  up  our  minds  yet,  but  in 
all  probability  she  will  stay  with  the  Brauntons. 
They  will  be  very  pleased  to  have  her.' 

Would  they  ?  Arthur  was  not  so  sure  that  they 
would,  after  a  certain  piece  of  news  should  have  been 
imparted  to  them  ;  but,  of  course,  it  might  be  that 
Mr.   Hamersley  would    abandon    his  expedition   on 
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hearing  what  his  daughter's  intentions  were.  Presently 
he  remarked  : 

'  I  was  on  my  way  to  call  at  your  house  when  I  met 
you.' 

'  All,  you  wouldn't  have  found  Lola  at  home  !'  Mr. 
Hamersley  answered  ;  '  she  is  up  at  Braunton  Towers, 
where  she  is  to  duie  and  spend  the  evenmg,  I  believe.' 

Ai'thur  drew  a  long  breath.  It  was  absurd  to 
rejoice  at  a  reprieve  which  could  only  be  one  of 
twenty-four  hours;  but  he  could  not  help  rejoicing, 
and  the  clouds  gradually  cleared  away  from  his 
mental  horizon  while  he  entered  upon  a  leisurely 
discussion  about  guns  and  rifles  with  his  cousm.  His 
nature — perhaps  that  is  the  nature  of  most  human 
bemgs — was  so  constituted  that  he  could  sometimes 
fix  his  mind  wholly  upon  the  present,  and  put  away 
from  him  all  thought  of  the  troubles  which  were 
waiting  for  him  in  the  near  future. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


PAS     DE     FAIBLESSE I 

It  is  always  satisfactory  to  have  accomplished  a  task 
which  you  have  said  to  yourself  that  you  will 
accomplish,  even  though  the  achievement  be  so  un- 
ambitious a  one  as  putting  a  bullet  into  the  bull's-eye 
at  five  hundred  yards  or  solving  a  newspaper  acrostic, 
and  Lola  Hamersley,  who  on  the  occasion  of  her  first 
introduction  to  her  cousin  had  inwardly  determined 
to  bring  him  to  his  knees  at  her  feet  before  she  had 
done  with  him,  was  modestly  proud  of  her  success. 
She  had,  it  is  true,  fully  expected  to  succeed  ;  only, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  she  had  been  within  an  ace  of 
failure,  and  she  knew  it.     But  the  question  was  (and 
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this  was,  perhaps,  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she 
had  taken  the  trouble  to  put  such  a  question  to 
herself),  what  she  was  to  do  with  her  captive  now  that 
she  had  secured  him.  To  marry  him  would  be  a 
strong  measure — a  very  strong  measure  indeed  ;  and 
yet,  somehow  or  other,  Lola  did  not  relish  the  notion 
of  dismissmg  him,  and  eventually  seeing  him  married 
to  somebody  else.  It  was  almost  as  if  she  had  fallen 
in  love  with  him ;  she,  who  had  never  yet  been,  and 
intended  never  to  be,  seriously  in  love  with  any  man 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth. 

She  was  startled  and  alarmed  for  a  moment,  though 
only  for  a  moment,  by  the  possibility  which  suggested 
itself  to  her.  Young  as  she  was,  she  had  seen  many 
men,  and  was  able,  m  her  opinion,  to  measure  the 
limits  of  masculine  constancy.  Married  men  do  not 
remain  in  love  with  their  wives,  and  if  they  did  they 
would  be  an  abommable  nuisance.  To  be  made  love 
to  is  pleasant,  and  to  convert  an  indifferent  acquaint- 
ance into  an  ardent  lover  is  pleasanter  still ;  but  to 
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live  all  one's  days  with  a  man  who  is  either  obtru- 
sively affectionate  or  flagrantly  neglectful — no,  thank 
you  !  Ardent  lovers  (so  Lola  thought)  always  become 
the  one  or  the  other — generally  the  other.  No  ;  one 
may  have  one's  little  preferences,  but  one  must  not 
push  them  to  extravagant  lengths  ;  one  must  espouse 
a  sober,  steady-going  individual  like  Lord  Braunton, 
and  not  be  so  insane  as  to  spurn  a  coronet  and  a 
large  income. 

Moreover,  there  was  one  reason  for  accepting  Lord 
Braunton  which  was  of  even  greater  weight  than 
considerations  of  prudence  and  worldly  wisdom.  It 
was  not  difficult  to  foresee  what  the  result  of  that 
amorous  nobleman's  rejection  would  be.  He  would 
be  deeply  chagrined ;  he  would  wear  the  willow  for  a 
time,  then  he  would  recover  himself,  come  to  his 
senses,  and  make  his  mother  happy  by  taking  that 
horrid  little  sanctimonious  Ehoda  Meynell  to  wife, 
which  would  be  an  altogether  unendurable  issue.  As 
a  rule,  Lola  w^as  too  selfish  and  indolent  for  hatred, 
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just  as  she  was  too  selfish  and  indolent  for  love  :  but 
there  existed  within  her  a  slumbering  capacity  for 
both  passions,  and  she  had  felt  from  the  outset  that 
it  would  not  take  a  very  great  deal  to  bring  down  a 
tempest  of  the  former  upon  Miss  Mepiell's  head.  The 
girl  had  crossed  her  path — she  had  beaten  the  girl 
triumphantly  once  ;  to  be  beaten  by  her  m  a  second 
and  perhaps  more  important  encounter  was  what  she 
would  never  be  able  to  submit  to.  T\'as  Arthur,  then, 
to  be  abandoned  to  the  horrid  little  sanctimonious 
one  ?  It  looked  as  though  that  sacrifice  was  me^-itable, 
and  thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Miss  Lola,  driving  up  to 
Bramiton  Towers,  where,  as  has  been  mentioned,  she 
had  been  m\T.ted  to  spend  the  afternoon  and  dme,  was 
not  m  the  best  of  humours  either  with  herself  or  with 
her  predestined  husband. 

She  made  up  her  mmd  on  the  way  that  matters 
should  not  be  brought  to  an  immediate  crisis.  Though 
poor  dear  Arthur  might  be  doomed  to  ultimate  dis- 
missal,  he  should  not  be  dismissed  forthwith ;    she 
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had  hitherto  known  how  to  prevent  Lord  Braunton 
from  declaring  himself  in  plain  terms,  and  she  pro- 
j)Osed  to  carry  on  a  similar  system  of  tactics  for  some 
little  time  to  come.  However,  she  meant  to  be  very 
kmd  to  his  lordship  that  afternoon,  having  been  very 
unkind  to  him  on  the  occasion  of  their  last  meeting, 
and  being  aware  that  there  was  an  element  of  risk  in 
trifling  with  so  matter-of-fact  a  person. 

Lord  Braunton  was  not  one  of  the  tennis-players 
who  waved  their  hats  and  their  hands  to  her  as  her 
fly  skirted  the  broad,  level  lawn  on  its  approach  to 
the  imposing  entrance-porch  of  his  abode,  nor  did  she 
discern  his  stooping  figure  amongst  the  spectators  of 
the  game.  '  Sulking  in  the  library,  I  presume,'  was 
her  inward  comment  upon  his  absence.  '  Well,  he 
will  hear  the  wheels  on  the  gravel,  and  he  won't  stay 
in  the  library  much  longer.  I  give  him  five  minutes 
to  swear  that  he  isn't  going  to  stir  for  me,  another 
five  minutes  to  discover  that  he  can't  write  his  letters 
while  I  am  within  easy  reach  of  him,  and  perhaps  five 
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minutes  more  to  run  upstairs,  wash  his  hands,  brush 
his  hair  and  make  himself  presentable — as  if  any 
amount  of  washing  and  brushing  could  make  him 
presentable  !  A  quarter  of  an  hour — h'm  !  Hardly 
time  enough  to  mfuriate  those  red-faced  young  women 
by  drawing  Captain  Annesley  away  from  them  and 
then  unbecoming  game.  No ;  it  won't  do  to  attempt 
it ;  soyons  sage  /' 

Lawn-tennis,  it  scarcely  needs  to  be  said,  was  not 
in  Lola's  Ime.  Even  if  she  had  not  been  alive  to  the 
disadvantages  of  getting  hot  and  red  in  the  face,  she 
would  not  have  been  disposed  towards  gratuitous 
exertion,  and  her  only  reason  for  forsaking  her 
hostess,  whom  she  found  entertaining  a  few  dowagers 
in  the  great,  cool  drawing-room,  was  that  she  knew 
very  well  who  would  presently  join  her  outside.  And, 
indeed,  she  was  not  made  to  wait  quite  as  long  as  she 
had  anticipated.  Hardly  had  she  seated  herself  upon 
a  wicker  chan  in  the  ranks  of  those  who  were  watch- 
ing their  more  active  fellow-guests,  hardly  had  she 
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exchanged  surreptitious  signals  with  her  flannel-clad 
Guardsman,  who  gave  her  to  understand  that  he 
would  be  free  in  no  time,  and  who  at  once  put  on  a 
kind  of  service  which  ought  never  to  be  employed 
against  a  lady  -  opponent,  than  Lord  Braunton 
emerged  from  the  house  and  sauntered  across  the 
grass,  with  an  elaborate  air  of  having  strolled  out  by 
mere  chance  just  to  see  what  was  going  on. 

When  he  recognised  the  new-comer  —  but  this, 
apparently,  was  not  until  he  was  within  a  couple  of 
yards  of  her — he  snatched  at  his  straw  hat,  held  out 
his  hand,  and  said,  *  Oh,  how  do  you  do.  Miss 
Hamersley  ?' — after  which  he  withdrew  a  few  paces  in 
order  to  take  a  vacant  place  beside  a  lady  who  had 
political  opinions,  and  who  promptly  engaged  him  in  a 
controversy  about  the  prohibition  of  the  opium  trade 
with  China. 

Now,  Lord  Braunton  was  really  interested  in  this 
subject  and  was  a  strong  advocate  for  the  suggested 
prohibitory  Act ;  still,  for  everything  there  is  a  season, 
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and  the  moral  welfare  of  the  Celestial  Empire,  though 
doubtless  a  most  desirable  end  in  itself,  was  not  likely 
to  be  sensibly  promoted  by  a  mere  academic  discussion 
in  the  garden  of  an  English  country  house.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  moral  welfare  of  a  person  in  whom  he 
was  even  more  interested  than  he  was  in  the  heathen 
Chinese  could  not  possibly  derive  any  advantage  from 
wandering  off  with  that  unscrupulous  young  beggar 
Annesley  into  the  labyrinthine  shrubberies  which 
adjoined  the  garden  aforesaid.  Thus  it  was  that, 
when  the  game  had  been  brought  to  an  end,  and 
when  Lord  Braunton  had  not  only  seen  Captain 
Annesley  make  straight  for  Lola,  but  had  heard  the 
fellow  say  something  to  her  about  '  getting  away  into 
the  shade,'  he  jumped  up,  abruptly  cuttmg  short  his 
neighbour's  discourse  with  a  brusquerie  which  nothing 
but  his  well-known  eccentricity  and  absent-minded- 
ness could  have  excused. 

A  moment  later  he  was   saying,  in  hurried,   em- 
barrassed accents  : 
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*  You  have  never  been  in  the  walled  garden,  have 
you,  Miss  Hamersley?  If  you  would  care  to  see  it 
now,  I  could  take  you  there  before  tea-time.  There 
are  some — some  flowers  there,  I  believe.' 

It  seemed  probable  that  there  were  flowers  there ; 
but  to  what  tribe  or  tribes  they  might  belong  Lord 
Braunton,  who  was  no  horticulturist,  knew  no  more 
than  he  knew  why  Lola  had  snubbed  him  so  per- 
sistently of  late.  She  did  not,  however,  snub  him 
this  time.  She  turned  her  great,  soft  eyes  upon  him 
with  a  look  of  reproachful  interrogation,  as  who  should 
say,  *  What  have  I  done  ?'  and  then  answered  demurely : 

*  I  should  like  very  much  to  see  the  garden,  if  you 
are  quite  sure  that  I  shall  not  be  a  bore  to  you.' 

By  what  means  she  contrived  to  intimate  to  Captain 
Annesley  that  Lord  Braunton  would  be  a  very  great 
bore  to  her,  but  that  one  must  be  civil  to  one's 
entertainer,  signifies  little,  inasmuch  as  her  short- 
sighted entertainer  failed  to  detect  that  swift  inter- 
change of  signals.     The  main  thing  in  his  opinion — 
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and,  for  the  matter  of  that,  in  Lola's  also — was  to 
shake  off  Captain  Annesley,  who  picked  up  his  racquet 
agam  rather  dejectedly  and  returned  to  the  tennis- 
court. 

'  I  think,'  Lola  remarked  calmly,  when  she  and  her 
companion  had  progressed  a  short  distance  on  their 
way,  '  that  it  is  very  forgi\ing  of  me  to  be  here  at  all, 
after  the  manner  in  which  you  went  on  yester- 
day.' 

*  The  manner  in  which  I  went  on !'  exclaimed 
Lord  Braunton,  aghast ;  for,  mdeed,  he  had  a  crow  to 
pluck  with  Lola  respecting  her  own  conduct  at  the 
picnic,  besides  which  he  felt  justifiably  aggrieved  by  a 
previous  quarrel  that  she  had  forced  upon  him.  '  I 
can't  think  what  you  mean  !  I  am  sure  it  was  not  I 
who  went  on  in — m  any  conspicuous  manner.' 

'  Didn't  you  ?     Then,   if  you  prefer  it,  I  will  say 
that  you  went  off  m  a  conspicuous  manner.' 
'  So  did  you,'  Lord  Braunton  remarked. 

*  I  took  a  short  walk  with  my  cousin,  I  admit ;  but 
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you  can't  very  well  know  whether  we  made  ourselves, 
conspicuous  or  not,  seeing  that  you  were  away  the 
whole  time  with  Miss  Meynell.  For  a  model  of 
propriety,  Miss  Meynell  certainly  does  some  odd 
things;  but  if  you  are  satisfied,  nobody  else  has  a 
right  to  complain,  I  suppose.' 

Lord  Braunton  wrinkled  up  his  forehead,  tilted  his. 
hat  over  his  nose,  and  walked  on  silently  for  soma 
little  distance  before  he  rejoined  : 

*  Miss  Meynell,  as  you  know,  is  a  very  old  friend  of 
ours ;  I  wish  you  wouldn't  speak  about  her  in  that 
way.  It  isn't  sincere,  and  I  don't  see  the  good  of  it. 
She  wanted  me  to  have  a  talk  with  one  of  my  tenants, 
who  is  in  trouble,  and,  of  course,  I  couldn't  refuse  to 
go  there  with  her  when  she  asked  me.  Nobody,  I  am 
quite  sure,  ever  dreamt  of  making  the  remarks  about 
us  that  were  made  about  you  and  young  Foley.' 

'  Very  well ;  nothing  disrespectful  shall  be  said  in 
future  about  your  friend,  though  I'm  afraid  I  can't 
call  her  *  old '  even  to  please  you.     What  is  sauce 
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for  the  gander  isn't  sauce  for  the  goose  in  these  parts, 
and  I  suppose  I  must  submit  to  having  nasty  remarks 
made  about  me  and  Arthur  Foley,  if  I  am  goose 
enough  to  be  good-natured  and  cousinly  in  my 
relations  with  him.  Still,  I  should  have  thought  that 
you  would  have  had  more  justice  and  common- sense 
than  to  upbraid  me  for  selecting  him  as  my  partner 
after  you  had  deserted  me.  I  couldn't  sit  alone  the 
whole  afternoon  awaiting  your  good  pleasure,  and  as 
I  had  to  talk  to  somebody,  it  seemed  to  me  that  my 
cousin  was  a  safer  person,  upon  the  whole,  to  pah-  off 
with  than  Captain  Annesley,  for  instance.' 

Lord  Braunton  did  not  at  once  respond  to  these 
seemingly  unequivocal  overtures.  Infatuated  though 
he  might  be,  he  was  neither  blind  nor  stupid,  and  he 
had  long  ere  this  been  forced  to  admit  to  himself 
that  the  woman  whom  he  loved  was  not  trustworthy. 
Yet,  he  not  only  loved  her,  but  wanted,  if  he  possibly 
could,  to  believe  in  her.  So  he  led  the  way  into  the 
walled  garden  which  had  been  the  pride  and  delight 
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of  more  than  one  dead  and  gone  Lady  Braunton,  and 
having  conducted  his  companion  to  a  rustic  bench 
in  the  shade  whence  the  brilliant  parterres,  the 
clipped  yews,  and  the  moss-grown  centre  fountain, 
with  its  circular  basin  and  its  water-lilies,  could  be 
admired  by  those  who  had  a  fancy  for  stiff,  old-world 
arrangements,  embarked  upon  a  statement  for  which 
she  was  fully  prepared. 

It  was  time,  he  said,  that  they  should  come  to  a 
mutual  understanding.  No  doubt  she  understood 
him,  and  it  would  be  no  news  to  her  to  hear  that  he 
loved  her  more  dearly  than  anybody  or  anything  in 
the  world ;  but  he  must  own  that  he  did  not  entirely 
understand  her.  Sometimes  she  encouraged  his 
fondest  hopes,  sometimes  she  led  him  to  fear  that  she 
was  simply  amusing  herself  with  him.  There  were 
features  in  her  conduct  which  struck  him  as  irrecon- 
cilable with  her  words,  and  he  proceeded  in  his 
deliberate,  rather  pedantic  fashion,  to  point  out  what 
these  were. 
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Lola  had  no  difficulty  at  all  in  returning  an  evasive 
answer  to  his  harangue.  She  pretended  to  be  much 
diverted  by  his  charges  of  inconsistency,  declaring 
that  they  did  not  come  very  well  from  a  man  who  had 
notoriously  jilted  Miss  Meynell,  and  who  now  seemed 
to  be  more  than  half  inclined  to  repent  of  having 
done  so. 

'I  like  the  cool  way  in  which  you  mvite  me  to 
explain  myself,'  she  remarked.  '  What  explanations 
do  I  owe  to  you,  pray  ?  I  should  have  thought  that  it 
was  for  you  to  prove  to  me  that  you  are  neither 
inconstant  nor  inconsistent,  and  until  you  have  done 
that,  I  shall  not  admit  your  right  to  cross-question 
me.  Jealousy  I  can  forgive ;  but  you  really  must  not 
claim  the  privilege  of  scolding  me  yet.' 

Further  than  that  he  could  not  get  her  to  commit 
herself,  though  he  did  his  best.  If  he  did  not  like 
the  idea  of  being  subjected  to  an  indefinite  period  of 
probation,  nothing  compelled  him,  she  said,  to  submit 
to  it ;  she,  on  her  side,  would  not  submit  to  be  bullied. 
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And  it  was  in  vain  that  he  strove  to  sweep  away 
side-issues  and  narrow  the  question  down  to  one 
which  should  admit  of  a  plain  and  distinct  reply. 
She  eluded  him  and  laughed  at  him,  knowing  that  he 
must  needs  accept  her  terms,  charming  him  even 
while  she  provoked  him,  and  while  he  recognised 
the  insincerity  that  mocked  his  own  straightforward 
honesty. 

All  this  was  great  fun  to  Lola ;  yet  every  now  and 
again  her  enjoyment  was  marred  by  a  twinge  of 
something  which  certainly  was  not  compunction,  but 
may  have  been  regret.  It  would  have  been  delightful 
to  torment  Arthur  in  that  way ;  somehow,  it  was  not 
quite  as  delightful  as  it  ought  to  have  been  to  torment 
Lord  Braunton — and  why  was  it  not?  To  be  sure, 
the  excitement  of  the  chase  is  over  when  the  quarry 
has  been  run  down ;  but  Arthur  was  as  completely  at 
her  mercy  as  this  other  man  was.  Why,  then,  could 
she  not  dismiss  the  memory  of  Arthur's  piteous  eyes  ? 
— and  what  was   it  that  lent  to  the  less   clear  orbs 
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which  were  now  gazmg  at  her  through  a  pair  of 
strong  spectacles,  an  aspect  at  once  so  ludicrous  and 
so  exasperating  that  she  was  tempted  to  turn  her 
back  finally  upon  theu'  puzzled  owner  without  more 
ado? 

She  adopted  no  such  foolish  and  impulsive  measure ; 
but  so  conscious  was  she  that  she  was  gradually  losing 
hold  over  herself,  and  so  well  aware  was  she  of  the 
consequences  which  were  apt  to  ensue  on  those  rare 
occasions  when  her  hot,  southern  temperament  got 
the  better  of  her,  that  she  was  relieved  to  see  Lady 
Braunton  advancmg  beneath  a  sunshade  to  interrupt 
the  interview.  Lady  Braimton  was  only  too  anxious 
to  mterrupt  an  mterview  which  would  never  have 
taken  place,  had  it  been  in  her  power  to  prevent  it. 
She  said,  in  a  tone  which,  for  her,  was  almost  cross  : 

'  They  told  me  I  should  find  you  here  ;  I  couldn't 
think  what  had  become  of  you  both.  My  dear,  what 
is  this  that  I  hear  about  your  father  rushing  off  to  the 
South  of  France  ?' 
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*  He  talks  of  going,'  answered  Lola  composedly. 

*  And  leaving  you  in  lodgings  all  by  yourself  ?  But 
really,  you  know,  he  can't  do  that.' 

*  I  am  afraid  he  can't  do  anything  else.  You  see,  it 
is  such  a  long  time  since  he  shot  any  four-legged 
animal,  and  it  seems  that  there  are  animals  of  some 
sort  to  be  shot  in  the  Pyrenees.  As  for  me,  I  would 
a  great  deal  rather  be  left  behind  than  planted  down 
at  a  hotel  in  some  Pyrenean  watering-place  ;  I  am 
not  at  all  afraid  of  gt)litude.' 

Lady  Braunton  bit  her  lip.  She  knew  very  well 
what  was  expected  of  her,  and,  indeed,  she  re- 
membered having  once  said  to  Mr.  Hamersley  that 
she  would  be  delighted  to  take  charge  of  his  daughter 
for  him  if  at  any  time  business  or  pleasure  should 
•cause  him  to  leave  Bridstow  for  a  few  weeks ;  but  that 
had  been  when  Braunton's  case  had  seemed  to  her 
well-nigh  hopeless.  She  did  not  so  regard  it  now, 
and  she  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  have  Lola  in  the 
house.     But  her  palpable  hesitation  was  of  no  service 
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to  her.  She  was  *  beguming  to  observe,  somewhat 
irritably,  that  most  gMs  would  be  only  too  glad  to 
have  a  chance  of  ^dsiting  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
mountaiQ  districts  in  Europe,  when  her  son  interrupted 
her  without  ceremony. 

'  It  would  be  out  of  the  question  for  you  to  remain 
alone  in  Bridstow,'  he  declared,  addressing  Miss 
Hamersley ;  '  of  com'se  you  must  come  to  us.  When 
does  your  father  propose  to  start  ?  Please  tell  them, 
mother,  that  the  pmk  room  is  to  be  kept  for  Miss 
Hamersley.' 

Then  Lady  Braunton,  m  her  disappointment  and 
mortification,  said  a  foolish  thing. 

'  I  don't  know  about  the  pink  room,'  she  answered  ; 
*  I  thought  you  wanted  that  to  be  reserved  for  Pihoda 
Meynell.  You  were  saying  yesterday  that  she  was 
lookmg  out  of  sorts,  and  that  you  hoped  we  might 
persuade  her  to  come  here  for  a  time.  I*  presume 
that,  if  she  does  come,  you  would  like  her  to  occupy 
the  room  which  has  always  been  considered  hers.' 
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Lord  Braunton  reddened,  and  Lola  took  in  the 
situation  at  a  glance.  She  had  half  suspected  what 
she  now  felt  sure  of.  The  man  was  tired  of  being 
trifled  with ;  he  had  resolved  to  come  to  an  under- 
standing with  her  that  afternoon,  and  had  doubtless 
also  resolved  that,  in  the  event  of  her  refusing  him,  he 
would  gratify  his  mother  by  returning  penitently  to 
his  first  love.  This  could  not  be  permitted.  If,  a  few 
minutes  back,  she  had  been  tempted  to  turn  Lord 
Braunton  adrift  for  the  sake  of  a  youth  who  was 
neither  titled  nor  wealthy,  she  was  now  no  longer  in 
peril  of  being  vanquished  by  that  temptation.  Come 
what  might,  Ehoda  Meynell  should  never  reign  as 
mistress  at  Braunton  Towers.  That  she  might  some 
day  reign  as  mistress  at  St.  Ann's  was  a  possible  con- 
tingency, but  by  no.  means  a  certainty.  '  We  will 
see  about  that  later  on,'  Lola  said  to  herself,  with  an 
inward  forecast  of  future  developments  which  would 
have  horrified  Lord  Braunton,  had  he  deemed  her 
capable  of  harbouring  such  ideas. 
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Thus  Arthur  Foley's  sentence  was  definitely  pro- 
nounced :  thus,  too,  was  an  amiable  lady  and  excellent 
mother  driven  to  doubt  whether  Providence,  after  all, 
ever  busies  itself  in  disentangling  the  imbroglios  in 
which  poor  short-sighted  mortals  are  wont  to  mvolve 
their  affairs.  For  Lola  good-naturedly  said  that  if 
she  couldn't  have  the  pink  room,  one  of  another 
colour  would  suit  her  complexion  equally  well. 


CHAPTEE  XVII. 


TOUCH   AND    GO. 


Lola  Hameesley,  who  was  very  little  of  an  English- 
woman either  in  her  ideas  or  in  her  habits,  favoured 
the  foreign  custom  of  breakfasting  in  her  own  room, 
so  that  her  father  seldom  saw  her  before  noon.  It 
was  not  until  the  luncheon  hour  on  the  day  succeed- 
ing that  treated  of  in  the  last  chapter  that  he  was 
allowed  the  privilege  of  greeting  her,  and  his  first 
glance  at  her  warned  him  that  she  was  in  one  of  her 
troublesome  moods.  He  had  learnt  to  dread  the 
periodical  recurrence  of  these  moods  of  hers — moods 
which  lasted  sometimes  for  several  days,  and  which 
were  all  the  more  successful  in  rendering  him  wretched, 
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because  he  was  aware  that  they  were  not  specially 
designed  to  do  so,  and  that  his  daughter  did  not  care 
a  pin  whether  he  was  wretched  or  not.  Weariness,, 
depression,  temporary  derangement  of  health — what- 
ever may  have  been  the  cause,  such  was  their  mvari- 
able  effect,  and  it  was  not  a  little  pathetic  that  Eobert 
Hamersley,  who,  bemg  something  of  a  physiologist, 
regarded  feminine  infirmities  in  general  with  disdainful 
toleration,  should  have  permitted  himself  to  be  so  put 
out  by  a  trifling  matter.  Unhappily  for  him,  he  loved 
his  only  child  with  an  intensity  of  which  she  probably 
did  not  suspect  the  existence,  and  which  it  was  not  in 
him  to  express  m  any  manner  intelligible  to  her. 
They  never  quarrelled,  they  never  had  reconciliations  ; 
but  often  they  sulked,  or  appeared  to  sulk,  with  one 
another,  often  they  would  spend  an  hour  together 
without  exchanging  a  smgle  remark,  and  if  one  of 
them  suffered  dm'mg  these  passmg,  causeless  fits  of 
estrangement,  that  one  was  assuredly  not  Lola.  She 
was  silent  or  talkative,  amiable  or  cross,  just  as  she 
VOL.  n.  21 
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might  happen  to  feel  disposed.  It  never  seemed  to 
occur  to  her  that  her  father  was  a  person  for  whose 
comfort  it  was  at  all  worth  while  to  make  an  effort. 
As  a  matter  of  fact  this  never  did  occur  to  her. 

Now,  it  was  Mr.  Hamersley's  habit,  as  soon  as  he 
detected  a  downward  barometrical  tendency  in  the 
domestic  atmosphere,  to  put  forward  a  great  show 
of  cheerful  loquacity  with  a  view  to  counteracting  it. 
He  always  failed,  and  was  always  eventually  driven 
to  await  his  daughter's  recovery  in  patient  silence  ; 
but  this  did  not  prevent  him  from  reverting  time  after 
time  to  the  old  futile  method,  and  now  he  could  think 
of  no  more  promising  subject  to  dilate  upon  than  the 
comforts  and  luxuries  of  Braunton  Towers,  and  the 
pleasantness  of  life  in  so  well-ordered  an  establish- 
ment. 

*  I  am  delighted,'  he  wound  up  by  remarking,  '  to 
hear  that  the  Brauntons  have  asked  you  to  stay  with 
them  while  I  am  away.  You  are  sure  to  amuse  your- 
self well  and  have  a  good  time  of  it  there.' 
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*  Yes,'  said  Lola. 

'  Lady  Braunton  wanted  to  know  why  I  didn't  take 
you  to  Bagneres  de  Bigorre,  or  Canterets,  or  some 
such  place ;  but  I  told  her  that  I  believed  3'ou  would 
much  rather  remain  where  you  are  than  undertake 
-a  hot,  tedious  journey  through  France,  with  nothing 
but  the  society  of  tourists  to  look  forward  to  at  the 
•end  of  it.' 

'  Yes.' 

Mr.  Hamersley  sighed  audibly.  He  wanted  to  ask 
what  was  the  matter,  but  knew  that  he  would  get  no 
■answer  if  he  did,  so  he  went  on  with  his  hopeless 
•efforts  at  ignormg  that  anything  was  the  matter.  It 
is  all  very  well  to  be  an  admu'able  conversationalist, 
but  what  is  the  use  of  conversing  admirably  when  the 
person  to  whom  your  observations  are  addi'essed  will 
not  so  much  as  take  the  trouble  to  listen  to  you  ?  In 
vain  Mr.  Hamersley  discussed  their  fellow-guests  of 
the  pre\'ious  evening,  in  vain  he  related  certain 
amusing   anecdotes  respecting  some  of   them  which 
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had  come  to  his  knowledge,  in  vain  he  ventured  upon 
the  thorny  topic  of  costume,  and  criticised  the  dresses 
of  the  younger  ladies.  His  daughter  made  no  re~ 
sponse,  and  scarcely  seemed  to  hear  him.  Her  lack- 
lustre eyes,  when  for  a  moment  they  chanced  to  meet 
his,  had  a  look  of  dull  animosity  in  them  with  which 
he  was  only  too  familiar.  Perhaps  it  was  not 
animosity  that  they  expressed,  perhaps  it  was  only 
weary  indifference ;  either  way  it  was  unendurable. 
So  at  length,  in  despair,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  say 
something  which  he  had  not  intended  to  say  as  yet, 
but  which  he  believed  would  at  least  have  the  effect  of 
rousing  her  from  her  melancholy  abstraction. 

*  By  the  way,  Arthur  Foley  talks  of  going  with 
me  to  explore  the  solitudes  of  Mont  Perdu.  I  shall 
not  be  sorry  to  have  a  companion,  and  it  will  do  the 
boy  good  to  be  removed  from  this  enervating  climate.' 

The  shot  told.  Lola  straightened  herself  in  her 
chair,  and  her  drooping  eyelids  rose  as  she. asked 
sharply  :  *  What  is  your  object  ?' 
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*  In  taking  the  young  fellow  with  me  ?  Oh,  I  have 
no  object.  I  haven't  tried  to  persuade  him.  I  don't 
even  know  yet  whether  he  means  to  go  or  not.  I 
told  him  that  he  could,  if  he  liked,  and  I  think  he 
may  as  well,  for  he  seemed  to  be  rather  down  m  the 
mouth  when  I  met  him.  A  little  affaire  de  coeur,  I 
presume.  Isn't  Miss  Meynell  the  object  of  his  youth- 
ful affections  just  now?' 

Lola  made  no  reply  to  this  superfluous  question. 
She  considered  frownmgly  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then 
said  : 

'  He  will  go  with  you ;  but  I  don't  quite  understand 
why  you  want  him  to  go,  seemg  that  you  probably 
hate  him  almost  as  much  as  you  hate  his  father.' 

'  Have  I  ever  said  that  I  hated  his  father  ?' 

*  I  don't  remember ;  but  it  stands  to  reason  that 
you  must.  Do  you  ever  forgive  a  man  who  has 
injured  you  or  got  the  better  of  you?' 

Robert  Hamersley  smiled. 

*  You  give  me  a  pretty  character,'  he  remarked. 
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*  I  thought  you  prided  yourself  upon  it.' 

'  No ;  I  don't  pride  myself  upon  it.  But  it  has 
often  been  a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  me  that  other 
people  should  believe  me  to  be  relentless,  and  experi^ 
ence  has  taught  me  that  it  is  very  seldom  safe  ta 
forgive  a  traitor.  As  for  hatred,  that  is  a  foolish, 
purposeless  sort  of  emotion.  I  am  not  aware  of 
hating  anybody — certainly  not  Arthur  Foley,  who. 
hasn't  done  me  any  injury,  and  whom  I  like  well 
enough.  At  the  same  time,  I  should  be  sorry  to 
deprive  you  of  a  companion  who  appears  to  suit  you,, 
and  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  leave  him  behind.' 

His  eyes  were  fixed  steadily  upon  his  daughter's, 
face  as  he  made  this  offer ;  but  no  revelation,  nor  hint 
of  any  kind,  was  legible  there.  She  had  fallen  back 
into  her  former  listless  attitude.  If  the  subject  had 
interested  her  for  a  moment,  it  apparently  interested 
her  no  longer. 

'  Oh,  take  him,  if  you  want  him,'  she  answered  in- 
differently ;    '  take  him  away  and  do  what  you  like 
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with  him.     I  think  he  has  given  me  about  as  much 
entertainment  as  he  is  likely  to  give.' 

Nevertheless,  she  was  well  aware  that  Ai'thm*  was 
going  to  pro^'ide  her  with  excitement,  if  not  with  en- 
tertainment, that  same  afternoon.  Her  gloomy  and 
obstinate  taciturnity,  which  soon  drove  her  father  out 
of  the  house,  was  not,  as  it  usually  was,  the  mere 
outward  sign  of  feelings  which  she  did  not  care  to 
conceal.  For  once,  she  had  something  to  conceal — 
somethmg  which  she  would  fam  have  concealed  from 
herself,  which  it  behoved  her  to  conceal  from  others, 
and  which  she  was  absolutely  determined  to  conceal 
from  Arthur  Foley.  She  waited  for  him  in  the 
shabby  drawmg-room  where  he  had  so  often  ^dsited 
her,  and  of  which  she  had  suddenly  grown  tned  and 
sick.  She  knew  that  he  would  come  presently,  she 
knew  almost  exactly  what  he  would  say,  and  she 
wished  with  all  her  heart  that  the  impending,  un- 
avoidable inter^-iew  were  over  and  done  with.  Excite- 
ment was  well  enough  ;  but  the  sort  of  excitement  that 
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attends  the  extraction  of  a  tooth  or  the  amputation  of 
a  limb  is  not  what  one  wants ;  nor,  when  such  an 
ordeal  is  at  hand,  can  one  submit  with  equanimity  to 
be  kept  waiting  for  it.  Lola  was  kept  waiting  for 
nearly  two  hours  before  her  ear  caught  the  sound  of 
a  well-known  step  upon  the  stairs  ;  yet  her  bearing 
showed  neither  impatience  nor  agitation  when  Arthur, 
who  looked  both  impatient  and  agitated,  stepped 
quickly  across  the  room  to  seize  her  hand. 

'  I  should  have  come  yesterday,'  he  thought  it  in- 
cumbent upon -him  to  explain  without  delay,  *  only 
your  father,  whom  I  met  on  my  way  here,  told  me 
you  had  gone  up  to  Braunton  Towers.' 

'  Why  this  breathless  apology  ?'  she  inquired, 
smiling  lazily  at  him ;  '  won't  to-day  do  as  well  as 
yesterday  ?  It  goes  without  saying  that  I  am 
charmed  to  see  you ;  but  you  haven't  any  very  urgent 
business  to  transact  with  me,  I  presume  ?' 

She  had  not  withdrawn  her  hand  from  his  clasp, 
nor  did  he  now  release  it. 
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*  Don't  pretend  that  you  didn't  expect  me,'  he  said. 

*  You  must  have  expected  me.  You  must  have  known 
that  I  wanted  to  say  what  you  wouldn't  let  me  say  at 
the  picnic' 

*  Must  I  ?     And  what  was  that,  pray  ?' 

He  told  her — usmg  language  more  impassioned, 
perhaps,  than  smcere.  He  was  not  sure  that  he  loved 
her ;  on  his  way  down  from  St.  Ann's  he  had  been 
quite  sure  that  he  did  not  love  her,  and  that  his 
heart  still  belonged  wholly  and  entirel}^  to  Ehoda 
Meynell. 

But  Ehoda  was  h-retrievably  lost  to  him,  and  now 
that  he  was  once  more  under  the  magnetic  spell  of  his 
cousin's  eyes,  he  did  not  find  as  much  difficulty  as  he 
had  anticipated  m  playmg  the  traitor's  part.  He 
might  be  unable  to  love  Lola  for  herself ;  yet,  like  the 
survivhig  sister  in  Tennyson's  unattractive  poem,  he 

*  loved  her  beauty  passmg  well.'  So  he  poured  forth 
a  torrent  of  ardent  vows,  some  of  which,  at  any  rate, 
bore  the  impress  of  veracity,  and  when  he  had  made 
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an  end  of  speaking,  she  remarked,  with  calm  apprecia- 
tion : 

'  You  did  that  very  creditably.  One  sees  that  you 
are  not  at  your  first  essay.' 

'  If  you  mean  that  you  take  me  for  a  Don  Juan,' 
Arthur  began,  somewhat  disconcerted,  '  all  I  can  tell 
you  is ' 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  peal  of  laughter. 

'Oh,  but  I  don't,'  Lola  assured  him;  'I  don't, 
really  !  How  could  you  think  such  a  thing  of  me  ? 
On  the  contrary,  if  you  were  to  swear  that  Miss 
Meynell  was  your  first  love,  I  should  be  capable  of 
believing  you ;  though  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  she  had 
had  a  few  predecessors.  Oh  no,  my  dear  Arthur, 
you  are  not  a  Don  Juan ;  you  are  only  an  extremely 
susceptible  young  man  with  a  wonderfully  eloquent 
tongue.  Allons  !  I  forgive  you ;  let  us  say  no  more 
about  it.' 

Arthur  rose  and  stood  looking  down  upon  her.  He 
had  turned  rather  white,  and  his  brows  were  drawn 
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together,  for,  iiicleed,  he  was  m  no  temper  to  stand 
being  trifled  with. 

'  I  don't  know  that  you  have  anvthmg  to  forgive  me 
for,'  he  said  cm'tly ;  'and  I  don't  know  that  I  have 
given  you  any  reason  to  laugh  at  me.  I  have  told 
you  that  I  love  you.  I  only  wish  to  hear  whether  you 
love  me  enough  to  be  my  wife.' 

'  No  more  than  that  ?  ^liat  moderation  !  Would 
one  not  thmk  that  I  had  already  confessed  to  bemg 
enamoured  of  you !  After  that  it  would,  of  course, 
only  remain  to  order  the  trousseau  and  send  out  the 
invitations  for  the  weddmg-feast.  ^liat  makes  you 
so  much  more  delightful  than  other  people  is  your 
supreme  contempt  for  the  complications  of  life.' 

'  So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  there  are  no  complications,* 
returned  Arthur,  puzzled  and  hritated  by  her  mocking 
tone.  '  I  don't  say  that  there  were  none.  I  suppose 
you  know  what  they  were,  and  I  dare  say  you'll  agree 
with  me  that  the  less  we  speak  about  them  henceforth 
the  better.     Thev  don't  exist  anv  longer  ;  I  am  abso« 
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lutely  free,  and — and  will  you  answer  my  question, 
please  ?' 

'  Oh,  they  don't  exist  any  longer  ?  And  he  wants 
a,n  answer  to  his  question,  does  he?  I  seem  to 
recollect  that  once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  rather 
arrogant  young  gentleman — strange  to  relate,  he  is 
still  rather  arrogant — who  defied  me  to  bring  him  to 
my  feet,  although  I  had  given  him  fair  warning  that 
that  was  just  the  one  thing  whicli  I  could  undertake 
to  do  with  any  male  human  being.  Here  he  is  ;  and, 
instead  of  heaping  dust  upon  his  head,  he  assumes  all 
the  airs  of  a  conqueror.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  it  is 
I  who  have  won  a  modest  little  victory,  and  that,  if  I 
don't  choose  to  answer  questions,  it  isn't  my  captive 
who  will  force  answers  out  of  me.' 

'Am  I  to  understand,'  asked  Arthur,  in  a  hoarse 
trembling  voice,  '  that  you  have  done  all  this  de- 
liberately for  your  own  amusement  ?  Do  you  wish 
me  to  think  that  you  are  a  fiend?  Do  3^ou  wish 
me    to   believe   that  you    have    no   love   at   all    for 
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me,  and  that  you  have  been  acting  a  part  the  whole 
time  ?' 

'  More  questions  !  You  are  really  incorrigible  \ 
W^ell,  to  keei)  you  quiet,  I  will  answer  one  of  them.  I 
don't  wish  you  to  thmk  me  a  fiend.  x\s  for  the  others, 
perhaps  you  would  not  be  pleased  with  my  answers  if 
I  were  to  give  them  candidly.  By  way  of  a  change, 
let  me  ask  you  a  question  on  my  own  score.  Have 
I  ever  given  you  any  excuse  for  imagining  that  I  loved 
you?' 

'  You  allowed  me  to  kiss  you !' 

'  My  dear  cousm,  between  kisses  and  orange- 
blossoms  there  are  many  steps — strides  even.  Are 
you  so  fond  of  orange-blossoms  ?  For  my  part,  I 
fiiid  them  too  hea^y  and  overpowering.  I  could  not 
sit  in  the  room  with  them,  and  on  the  day  when  I 
have  to  wear  them  I  shall  be  sure  of  a  headache. 
Nothing  makes  me  so  cross  as  a  headache ;  nothmg 
would  distress  me  more  than  to  be  cross  with  you. 
That  is  why  I  won't  do  you  the  unkindness  of  accepting 
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the  wreath  which  you  insist  upon  brandishing  under 
my  nose.' 

'  I  suppose  that  means  in  plain  EngKsh  that, 
having  made  an  utter  fool  of  me,  you  now  intend  to 
throw  me  over  ?' 

*  Does  it  mean  that  ?'  asked  Lola,  yawning.  '  Even 
if  it  does,  there  is  no  need  for  you  to  look  so  ferocious. 
Admit,  at  least,  that  I  have  done  you  a  good  turn  in 
curing  you  of  your  absurd  weakness  for  the  little 
Sunday-school  miss.' 

'  For  God's  sake,'  burst  out  Arthur,  '  leave  her 
alone  !  Insult  me  as  much  as  you  like — I  dare  say  I 
•deserve  it  for  having  been  such  an  idiot  as  to  believe 
in  you — but  don't  let  us  have  any  more  cheap  sneers 
at  Miss  Meynell.  If  you  only  knew  how  small  and 
spiteful  you  look  to  me  when  you  say  such  things, 
you  wouldn't  think  that  that  w^as  the  way  to  cure 
me  of  what  you  call  my  weakness  for  her  !' 

If  he  had  been  watching  Lola  narrowly  he  would 
liave  seen  her  wince;   but  he  was  not  even  looking 
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at  her,  and  her  retort  was  so  coolly  delivered  that  he 
gave  hunself  no  credit  for  having  scored  a  pomt. 

'  So  the  cure  isn't  complete,  after  all  ?'  said  she. 
*  I  am  sorry  for  that,  though  it  is  a  comfort  to  feel  that 
I  am  not  personally  to  blame.  I  have  done  the  best 
that  I  could  for  you :  short  of  espousing  you,  I  could 
hardly  have  done  more  ;  and  it  is  not  very  generous 
of  you  to  abuse  me  because  I  am  obliged  to  draw  the 
line  somewhere.' 

Arthur  was  still  standmg  up.  He  now  seized  his 
hat,  and  said : 

'  Thank  you ;  I  thmk  that  will  do.  I  don't  know 
whether  you  are  ashamed  of  yourself  or  not— I  suppose 
you  wouldn't  tell  me  if  you  were — but  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  that  you  have  made  me  feel  more  ashamed 
of  myself  than  I  ever  felt  in  all  my  life ;  not  on 
account  of  your  ha\ing  duped  me,  for  it  is  no  great 
disgrace  to  have  been  deceived,  but  because  I  have 
allowed  you  to  lead  me  into  being  false  to  myself,  as 
well  as  to — to  another  person.' 
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She  laid  a  detaining  hand  upon  his  coat- sleeve. 

'  Stop  one  moment,'  she  said,  and  her  voice  was 
caressing,  although  it  had  not  quite  lost  its  intonation 
of  mockery  ;  '  don't  go  straight  off  to  the  other  person 
and  ask  for  a  second  rebuff.  What  a  creature  of 
impulse  you  are  !  Not  many  minutes  ago  you  were 
vociferating  that  you  adored  me  ;  now  you  seem  to  be 
convinced  that  you  adored  somebody  else  all  the  time. 
My  poor,  dear  Arthur,  you  must  learn  to  distinguish 
your  friends  from  your  enemies,  and  try  to  believe 
what  I  told  you  just  now,  that  life  is  complicated. 
Just  suppose  something  which  you  may  safely  sup- 
pose, since  it  is  true,  that  Miss  Meynell  has  a  luke- 
warm sort  of  affection  for  you,  but  doesn't  intend 
to  marry  you ;  and  suppose  something  else,  which 
isn't  absolutely  impossible,  that  my  affection  for  you 
is  many  degrees  warmer  than  hers,  but  that  I  have> 
reasons  of  my  own  for  doubting  whether  we  are  fated 
to  become  man  and  wife,  is  it  necessary  to  make  a 
scene   and   a   quarrel   about  what   can't   be   helped  ? 
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Isn't  it  much  more  sensible  to  make  the  best  of  thmgs 
as  they  are?  Che  sara  sara.  Why  shouldn't  we 
continue  to  be  friends  and  cousms,  m  spite  of  com- 
plications ?  Come,  rather  than  let  you  go  off  in  a 
rage,  I  will  make  an  mdiscreet  little  confession  to  you. 
It  is  m  the  last  degree  unlikely  that  I  shall  ever  care 
for  my  future  husband  a  quarter  as  much  as  I  care  for 
you.     Will  that  do  ?' 

'Do!'  returned  Arthur  scornfully,  'no,  it  certainly 
will  not  do  ;  I  am  not  quite  so  humble  as  that !  You 
mean,  of  course,  that  you  are  going  to  marry  Brami- 
ton,  but  that  you  would  like  well  enough  to  keep  up  a 
more  or  less  Platonic  flirtation  with  me  after  havmg 
secured  the  position  that  you  covet.  You  will  have  to 
look  out  for  some  other  victim.  I  am  not  exactly 
what  you  take  me  for,  though  Heaven  knows  you 
have  managed  to  lower  my  opinion  of  myself  about  as 
far  as  it  will  go  !  However,  there  can't  be  a  shadow 
of  a  doubt  that  you  are  what  I  take  you  for ;  I  have 
your  own  word  for  it.     So  we  will  have  no  scene  and 
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no  quarrel,  for  you  aren't  worth  either ;  but  we  will 
never  be  friends  again.  Most  assuredly  the  fault  is 
not  yours  if  I  can't  distinguish  between  my  friends 
and  my  enemies  now.' 

He  was  out  of  the  room  before  she  could  stop  him. 
Perhaps  he  was  a  little  afraid  of  being  stopped ; 
perhaps,  notwithstanding  his  brave  words,  he  did  not 
even  yet  trust  himself  entirely.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
he  did  entirely  despise  himself,  and  if  he  had  not 
already  been  anxious  to  quit  the  scene  of  his  discom- 
fiture, he  would  have  felt  it  imperative  upon  him  to 
do  so  now.  At  the  front-door,  as  chance  would  have 
it,  he  almost  ran  into  the  arms  of  Eobert  Hamersley, 
to  whom  he  said,  without  preface : 

'  When  do  you  start  for  the  Pyrenees  ?  How  soon 
could  we  start  ?' 

'  I  am  always  ready  to  start  for  any  quarter  of  the 
globe  at  twenty-four  hours'  notice,'  answered  the 
other  quietly ;  '  but  perhaps  we  had  better  make  it 
forty-eight  this  time,  unless  you  are  in  a  very  par- 
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ticular  hurry.     You  can  arrange  to  come  with   me, 
then  ?' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  can  go  ;  and  the  day  after  to-morrow 
will  suit  perfectly.  We  might  meet  m  London, 
because  I  must  run  up  to-morrow  to  buy  some  things. 
Charing  Cross,  in  time  for  the  early  boat,  I  suppose  ? 
All  right  !     Good-bye  till  then.' 

Robert  Hamersley  gazed  after  the  young  man's 
retreating  form  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction  and  relief. 

'  So  that  was  it !'  he  mused.  '  I  suspected  as  much, 
and,  thank  the  Fates,  it  has  ended  in  the  right  way. 
It  was  touch  and  go,  though.' 
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It  had,  in  truth,  been  touch  and  go ;  and  Eobert 
Hamersley,  who,  like  the  rest  of  us,  sometimes  tried 
to  deceive  himself,  but  who,  unlike  the  rest  of  us, 
very  seldom  succeeded,  knew  that  it  had.  He  would 
have  been  blind  indeed  if  he  had  not  noticed  that  his 
daughter  had  for  some  time  past  been  bringing  the 
powerful  battery  of  her  attractions  to  bear  upon 
young  Foley.  He  had  heard  rumours  which  every- 
body in  the  vicinity  had  heard,  as  to  the  causes  of 
Miss  Meynell's  temporary  banishment,  and  he  had 
not  been  able  to  disguise  from  himself  that  Lola's 
behaviour  admitted  of  more  than  one  interpretation. 
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There  was,  to  be  sure,  the  obvious  mterpretation — 
the  one  to  which  his  own  hopes  and  wishes,  as  well  as 
his  knowledge  of  her  character,  mclmed  him — that 
she  had  been  actuated  solely  by  ardour  for  the  chase, 
and  that  she  no  more  contemplated  marrying  Arthur 
after  she  should  have  him  at  her  mercy  than  hunting 
men  p'ursue  a  fox  for  the  sake  of  cookmg  and  eating 
the  animal  when  killed. 

But  another  possibility  existed — a  possibility  ren- 
dered less  extravagant  by  certain  reminiscences  of 
Lola's  beautiful,  wayward,  passionate  mother,  and  by 
points  of  similarity  between  the  dead  woman  and  her 
child  which  had  manifested  themselves  every  now  and 
again,  notwithstandmg  the  latter's  accustomed  languid 
serenity ;  a  possibility  the  bare  thought  of  which 
had  sent  the  blood  up  to  Eobert  Hamersley's  head, 
and  had  caused  him  to  set  his  teeth.  Although 
he  had  somewhat  contemptuously  denied  that  he 
cherished  so  foolish  and  futile  a  sentiment  as  hatred 
against  his  cousin,  it  was  nevertheless  true  that  he 
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did  hate  the  man  who  had  supplanted  hhn  with  all 
his  heart  and  soul.  Often  in  years  gone  by  had  he 
longed  to  have  the  owner  of  St.  Ann's  with  him  upon 
some  lonely  pass  of  the  Andes,  where  a  man's  life 
might  be  taken  and  lost  without  risk  or  questions 
asked.  The  domestic  bereavements  which  had  be- 
fallen Mr.  Foley,  and  of  which  news  had  reached  his 
ears  from  time  to  time,  had  been  a  source  of  silent 
exultation  to  him,  had  almost  made  him  believe  that 
there  must  be  an  avenging  Deity  somewhere  or  other, 
had  sometimes  led  him  to  hope  that  the  one  surviving 
son,  who  still  stood  between  him  and  what  he  chose 
to  consider  his  birthright,  might  follow  the  elder 
brothers,  and  that  so  the  inexorable  march  of  events 
might,  for  once,  serve  the  ends  of  justice.  The 
inexorable  march  of  events,  supplemented  by  that  of 
time,  had,  however,  somewhat  blunted  the  edge  of 
these  rancorous  feelings.  Eobert  Hamersley  was  no 
longer  young,  no  longer  even  middle-aged;  he  had 
saved  a  little  money.     He  did  not  care  much  about 
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money ;  he  did  not  care  as  much  about  St.  Ann's  as 
he  had  formerly  done  ;    nor  had  it   been   ^ith    any 
hostile  intention  against  his  cousin  that  he  had  re- 
appeared m  Bridstow  almost  simultaneously  with  the 
latter,    and    after    an   equally   protracted    period    of 
absence.     His  object  had  been,   and  was,  simply  to 
secure  wealth  and  position  for  Lola — for  Lola,  who 
cared  a  great  deal  about  money  and  a  good  deal  about 
position — for  Lola,  whom  he  loved  but  hardly  imder- 
stood,  and  whose  future,  smce  she  had  ceased  to  be  a 
child,  had  msph'ed  him  with  many  grave  misgi\TQgs. 
She  had  had  chances  before  this ;  but,  owmg  to  in- 
difference or  perversity,  she  had  not  chosen  to  follow 
them   up.      Towards    Braunton    she   seemed    to    be 
favourably  disposed  ;    and  Braunton  was,  no  doubt, 
the  very  man  for  her.     Therefore  Mr.  Hamersley  had 
submitted  uncomplammgly  to  the  dulness  of  daily  life 
in  a  sequestered  little  seaside  \dllage ;  therefore,  also, 
his  habitual  self-control  had  been  sorely  tried  by  the 
incidents  of  the  past  week  or  two. 
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But  now  all  was  well.  The  weight  of  apprehension 
was  off  his  mind.  Lola  had  evidently  done  what  he 
had  been  torturing  himself  all  the  afternoon  with 
fears  that  she  would  not  do.  For  anything  that  he 
cared,  Arthur  Foley  might  now  do  as  he  pleased  about 
shooting  izards  or  staying  at  home.  He  had  seen  the 
young  man  enter  the  house.  He  had  guessed  what 
was  taking  place  behind  the  Venetian  blinds,  at  which 
he  had  kept  glancing  while  he  paced  restlessly  to  and 
fro  upon  the  shingle  outside,  and  he  had  had  some 
difficulty  in  restraining  himself  from  cutting  short  a 
colloquy  which,  to  his  impatience,  had  seemed  inter- 
minable. Well,  he  was  glad  that  he  had  done  that. 
Lola  was  not  amenable  to  discipline.  Bit  and  spur 
were  not  to  be  used  with  her  save  in  the  very  last 
resort,  and  although,  had  it  been  necessary  to  fight 
her,  he  believed  that  he  would  have  proved  victorious, 
the  necessity  would  have  been  horribly  painful  to  him. 
As  he  mounted  the  staircase  he  rejoiced  to  think  that 
she  had  not  driven  him  to  extremities,  hoping  also 
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that  he  might  find  her  in  a  less  gloomy  mood  than 
that  in  which  he  had  left  her. 

He  fomid  her,  at  all  events,  in  a  very  different 
mood,  for  she  thrust  her  handkerchief  mto  her  pocket 
as  he  entered ;  her  eyes  were  swimmmg  m  tears,  and 
she  greeted  him  with  a  laugh  which  sounded  sus- 
piciously hysterical. 

'  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  he  would  go  with  you  ?'  she 
asked.  '  I  am  sure  he  means  to  go  with  you,  though 
he  said  nothing  about  it  to  me.  You  must  have 
met  him  at  the  door.  You  were  waitmg  for  him, 
perhaps  ?' 

Now,  Lola,  who  seldom  laughed,  never  wept ;  so 
that  her  father  was  troubled  by  these  unwonted  s}TQp- 
toms  of  emotion — or  would  have  been  troubled  had 
he  not  felt  certain  that  the  danger  was  over.  Any- 
how, his  best  plan  clearly  was  to  ignore  them,  and 
he  did  so. 

'  Yes,'  he  replied,  '  I  have  just  had  a  few  words  with 
Arthur  Foley,  who  is  to  jom  me  in  London  the  day 
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after  to-morrow.  He  is  in  such  a  hurry  to  be  off  that 
he  himself  proposes  to  leave  early  to-morrow  morning. 
I  happened  to  see  him  ringing  the  door  bell  some 
time  ago,  and,  as  you  suppose,  I  waited  about  outside 
in  the  hope  of  getting  a  look  at  him  when  he 
emerged.  Naturally,  I  was  rather  anxious  to  get  a 
look  at  him  after  the  way  in  which  you  spoke  at 
luncheon.' 

Lola  raised  her  brows.  The  tears  had  vanished 
from  her  eyes,  but  there  were  still  some  strange, 
uncontrollable  vibrations  in  her  voice,  as  she  said 
ironically  : 

'  So  you  were  really  anxious  !  I  thought  you  were  ; 
although  you  might  have  known  me  better,  and 
although  I  assured  you  that  you  were  at  liberty  to 
remove  that  dangerous  young  man  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood as  soon  as  you  liked.  What  surprises  me 
is  that  you  should  have  considered  the  matter  worth 
worrying  about.  Suppose  I  had  cast  myself  into  the 
arms  of  the  dangerous  young  man — what  then  ?     He 
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wouldn't  have  been  quite  so  showy  a  son-in-law  as 
Lord  Braunton,  it  is  true ;  but,  to  do  you  justice,  love 
of  ostentation  is  not  one  of  your  weaknesses,  and 
Arthur  Foley  would  have  answered  the  purpose  of 
providmg  for  me  and  takmg  me  off  your  hands  as  well 
as  another.' 

The  implied  reproach  was  hardly  deserved.  But 
Mr.  Hamersley  remembered  that  he  had  not  cared  to 
have  his  daughter  with  him  during  her  childhood ; 
that  his  affection  for  her  was,  after  all,  an  affair  of 
recent,  though  rapid,  growth,  and  that  he  could  not 
expect  to  reap  where  he  had  neglected  to  sow.  With- 
out attemptmg  to  defend  himself,  therefore,  he  only 
replied : 

'  We  won't  discuss  what  might  have  been  ;  it  is 
enough  that  you  have  refused  him.' 

*  Who  told  you  that  I  had  refused  him  ?' 

*  Why,  you  yourself,  if  there  is  any  meanmg  in 
words,'  answered  Mr.  Hamersley,  with  a  rather  un- 
easv  smile.     '  Moreover,  his  face,  when  I  encoimtered 
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him  just  now,  spoke  for  itself.  Come,  Lola,  I  think 
I  understand  pretty  well  what  has  happened.  You 
have  been  playing  with  fire,  as  usual,  and  you  have 
scorched  your  fingers  a  little  for  once ;  but  it  is  only  a 
scorch,  and  you  will  have  forgotten  all  about  it  in  a 
day  or  two.  Don't  pretend  that  you  haven't  given  the 
boy  his  dism'issal.' 

'  Oh,  well,  I  have  given  him  his  dismissal,  then !' 
she  returned  impatiently.  '  Nobody  could  have  been 
more  formally  and  unequivocally  dismissed.  At  the 
same  time  I  warn  you  that  that  makes  no  difference — 
no  difference  at  all.  I  could  whistle  him  back  to- 
morrow, if  I  chose,  and  I  am  not  in  the  least  certain 
that  I  won't.     Why  shouldn't  I  ?' 

'Because  I  won't  have  it!'  her  father  flashed  out 
suddenly. 

It  was  an  unwise  thing  to  say,  considering  that 
Arthur  would  not  be  out  of  reach  on  the  morrow,  and 
that  his  daughter  was  a  refractory  subject ;  but  he 
was  accustomed  to  command,  he  was  quite  unaccus- 
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tomed    to    disobedience,    and    the    girl's    perversity 
irritated  him. 

*  Oh,  you  ^yon't  have  it  ?'  she  repeated  slowly  and 
composedly.  '  It  remains  to  be  seen  whether  you 
can  prevent  it.  What  makes  you  speak  to  me  like 
that  ?' 

'  I  speak  to  you  like  that,  my  dear  gh'l,  because  I 
mean  what  I  say.  You  charged  me  to-day  with 
hating  the  man  who  tried  to  ruin  me  once  upon  a 
time,  and  who  undoubtedly  did  put  a  very  stiff  spoke 
m  my  wheels.  I  told  you  that  I  didn't  hate  him  ; 
but  for  all  that  I  don't  precisely  love  him,  and 
nothing  would  mduce  me  to  let  a  daughter  of  mine 
marry  his  son.  You  must  take  this  as  final,  please. 
I  believe  your  own  common- sense  is  a  sufficient  safe- 
guard ;  but  you  are  capable  of  a  coiq^  de  tctc,  so  it  is 
as  well  that  you  should  know  what  my  determina- 
tion is.' 

'  A  coiq)  de  tete  I  Yes ;  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  I 
were  capable  of  that.     And  supposing  that  I  were  to 


no  SAINT  AA'N'S 

hit  my  head  against  your  determination,  which  would 

break,  do  you  think?     You  should  not  try  to  bully 

me,  for  I  know  my  own  power ;  and  I  know  that,  if  it 

suited  me  to  marry  Arthur  Foley,  neither  you  nor 

anybody  else  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  could  stop 

me.     As  you  say,  my  own  common-sense  is  my  best 

safeguard — and  yours.     I   would  leave  it  alone  if  I 

were  you.' 

So  there  really  was  to  be  a  fight,  it  seemed,  and 

Eobert  Hamersley   was   not    the   man   to   decline   a 
combat,  no  matter  from  what  quarter  the  challenge 

might  reach  him. 

'  You  are  talking  nonsense,  Lola,'  he  said  sharply. 
'  I  have  not  been  tyrannical  or  dictatorial  with  you ;  I 
have  not  told  you  that  you  shall  take  this  or  that  man 
for  your  husband  ;  but  I  do  say  that  I  will  never 
permit  you  to  marry  Arthur  Foley,  and  you  must  be 
aware  that  if  you  drive  me  to  extremities  I  can 
enforce  submission.' 

'  I  am  aware  of  no  such  thing  !     Why  do  you  tempt 
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me  to  prove  to  you  that  I  am  not  one  of  those  simple 
savages  whom  yon  have  been  m  the  habit  of  terrifymg 
by  shontmg  to  them  m  a  formidable  voice  that  yon 
are  their  master  ?  Xobody  is  my  master,  and  nobody 
ever  will  be.  To  tell  yon  the  trnth,  it  was  partly  for 
that  reason  that  I  sent  away  Aithur  Foley,  though  I 
love  him.  Yes,  smce  you  like  plam  language,  there  it 
is  for  you.     I  love  him  !' 

She  looked  splendidly  handsome  as  she  stood  erect 
there,  confronting  the  obstmate,  resolute  man,  who, 
if  he  did  not  absolutely  quail  before  her,  nevertheless 
shuddered  slightly  at  the  soimd  of  an  avowal  to  which, 
perhaps,  no  father  has  ever  yet  been  able  to  listen 
without  some  inward  shrinkmg. 

'Don't  say  such  thmgs  !'  he  exclaimed.  '  They  are 
not  only  undutiful ;  they  are — unmaidenly.' 

She  broke  into  a  scornful  laugh. 

'  But  for  what  do  you  take  me,  then  ?'  she  asked. 
'  Would  you  like  to  have  a  good  little,  obedient 
daughter  of  the  Miss  Meynell  type,  who  would  do  as 
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she  was  told,  and  know  nothing  about  anything? 
Vous  n'etes  pas  difficile,  only  it  is  rather  too  late  in  the 
day  to  provide  yourself  with  that  article  now.  You 
should  have  left  me  at  the  Sacre  Coeur,  and  arranged 
a  marriage  for  me  the  moment  that  the  good  Sisters 
handed  me  over  to  you  to  be  disposed  of  according  to 
your  wishes.  You  allowed  me  to  grow  up  as  best  I 
might  here,  there,  anywhere.  At  Eio,  for  example, 
one  grows  up  quickly,  and  the  result  is  that  I  am  what 
I  am.  You  ought  to  be  very  thankful,  it  seems  to  me, 
that  I  have  done  nothing  more  unmaidenly  than  to 
confess  my  love  for  a  man  who  has  asked  me  to 
marry  him.  "  Undutiful  "  is  a  comical  word,  coming 
from  you.  Why  should  I  be  dutiful,  pray?  What 
have  you  ever  done  for  me,  beyond  paying  the  cost  of 
my  keep  and  education,  which  I  suppose  the  law 
might  have  compelled  you  to  pay?  Should  I  be 
living  with  you  now  if  I  had  been  deformed  or  ugly  ? 
You  know  very  well  that  I  should  not.' 

The  words  were  cruel  enough,  yet  they  were  not  en- 


A  DOMESTIC  BRAWL  113 

tii'ely  without  truth  or  justification.  Eobert  Hamersley 
had  no  reply  to  make  to  this  unexpected  outburst — 
the  revelation  of  a  long- slumbering  resentment  and 
sense  of  desertion,  of  who  knows  what  childish 
miseries,  mortifications,  heart-burnings.  He  bowed 
his  head  for  a  moment,  and  then  said  : 

'  Let  it  be  agreed  that  I  have  been  to  blame  ;  the 
past  is  past.  I  will  make  such  amends  as  I  can  for 
the  future.  Only  on  this  point  I  cannot  and  will  not 
give  way.     You  must  not  ask  it  of  me,  Lola.' 

'  Was  I  asking  you  to  give  way  ?  I  thought,  on  the 
■contrary,  I  was  telling  you  how  very  little  it  signifies 
to  me  whether  you  give  way  or  not ;  almost  as  little 
as  it  signifies  to  you  whether  I  marry  a  man  whom  I 
love  or  somebody  else.  The  chances  are  that  I  shall 
marry  someone  else.  The  chances  are  that  I  shall 
marry  Lord  Bramiton  ;  but  that  will  be  because,  upon 
the  whole,  I  prefer  common-sense  to  nonsense,  not 
because  I  accept  your  definition  of  either.  Li  a  word, 
I  shall  please  myself — now  and  always.' 

VOL.  n.  23 
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Her  father  was  upon  the  point  of  making  a  rejoinder, 
which  died  away  upon  his  hps ;  for,  advancing  with 
raised  hand  to  emphasize  his  words,  he  changed  his 
position  slightly,  and  so  became  aware  that  his 
daughter  and  he  were  no  longer  the  sole  occupants  of 
the  room.  How  had  Lord  Braunton  found  his  way 
in  unnoticed  and  unannounced?  How  long  had  he 
been  there  ?  How  much  had  he  heard  ?  These  were 
agitating  and  important  questions,  but  no  decisive 
reply  to  them  could  be  obtained  from  the  demeanour 
of  the  short-sighted  nobleman,  who  only  showed  that 
he  was  conscious  of  having  interrupted  a  family  brawl 
by  the  considerate  manner  in  which  he  avoided  look- 
ing at  either  combatant,  and  the  unwonted  volubility 
with  which  he  began  to  talk. 

When  he  had  related  at  unnecessary  length  how  he 
had  told  the  maid- servant  who  had  admitted  him 
that  he  would  find  his  own  way  upstairs,  how  he  had 
knocked  twice  at  the  door,  and  how,  receiving  no 
answer,  he  had  taken  the  liberty  of  turning  the  handle,, 
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he  proceeded  to  unfold  the  nature  of  his  errand.  He 
had  been  commissioned  by  his  mother,  it  appeared,  to 
ask  how  soon  they  might  expect  the  pleasure  of  Miss 
Hamersley's  promised  \^sit.  If  her  father  could  be 
induced  to  spare  her  to  them  as  early  as  on  the  follow- 
ing day  that  would  be  delightful,  for  it  had  been 
suddenly  decided  to  get  up  a  little  impromptu  dance, 
in  arrangmg  the  details  of  which  her  aid  would  be 
invaluable.  He  did  not  know  much  about  such 
matters  himself,  not  being  a  dancing  man,  but  he 
believed  there  was  to  be  a  cotillon,  and  cotillons,  he 
was  informed,  were  all  the  better  for  being  rehearsed 
in  advance — and  so  forth,  and  so  forth.  All  this 
afforded,  as  it  was  doubtless  intended  to  afford,  the 
Hamersleys  time  to  recover  theh  self-possession,  a 
quality  which  seldom  deserted  either  of  them  in 
moments  of  emergency. 

'  It  is  most  kind  of  you  and  Lady  Braunton,'  Mr. 
Hamersley  hastened  to  reply,  '  and  Lola  will  be  only 
too  happy  to  join  you  as  soon  as  you  like.     Li  fact,  I 
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shall  be  leaving  this  either  to-morrow  night  or  early 
the  next  morning ;  so  that  your  invitation  comes 
quite  in  the  nick  of  time.' 

Lola  was  equally  composed,  and  a  good  deal  more 
audacious. 

'  Lord  Braunton  resembles  his  invitation  in  that 
respect,'  she  observed  tranquilly ;  '  if  ever  a  man 
arrived  in  the  nick  of  time  he  did.  It  isn't  often,' 
she  added,  '  that  my  father  and  I  fall  out,  but  we  were 
fighting  like  cat  and  dog  when  you  appeared,  and  I 
dare  say  we  should  have  been  at  one  another's  throats 
presently  if  you  hadn't  dropped  in,  like  an  opportune 
pinch  of  snuff,  to  separate  us.  You  may  have  over- 
heard some  startling  things  ;  but  you  have  only  your- 
self to  blame  for  that.  It  wasn't  enough  to  be  a  pinch 
of  snuff;  you  ought  to  have  thrown  in  the  sneeze  as 
well.' 

Lord  Braunton  had  removed  his  spectacles,  and  was 
diligently  polishing  them  with  a  large  silk  handker- 
chief.    That  he  was  a  little  taken  aback  was  pretty 
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evident ;  but  his  reply,  when  he  found  one,  was  credit- 
able enough. 

'  I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  overhear  anything  that  I 
am  not  meant  to  overhear,'  said  he. 

It  was  the  answer  of  an  honest  man  and  a  gentle- 
man ;  but  it  had  the  misfortune  of  being  addressed  to 
one  whose  sex,  no  less  than  her  personal  character, 
rendered  her  incapable  of  appreciatmg  its  full  signifi- 
cance. When  Lord  Braunton  had  taken  his  leave, 
Lola  remarked  quietly  to  her  father  : 

'  You  are  in  luck.  Our  good  friend  knows  for 
certain  now  that  I  am  not  enamoured  of  him,  and  he 
would  like  to  throw  me  over  if  he  could.  It  isn't 
very  probable  that  I  shall  allow  him  to  do  that, 
although  I  might  have  made  up  my  mmd  to  throw 
him  over  if  you  had  persisted  much  longer  with  your 
ill-advised  hectoring.' 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

ARTHUR   IS    DULY    CAUTIONED. 

That  our  nature  is  complex  and  contradictory,  that 
more  than  one  force  is  at  work  within  us,  directing 
our  actions,  triumphing  over  what  we  are  pleased  to 
call  our  will,  and  causing  us  not  unfrequently  to 
behave  in  a  manner  which  we  afterwards  find  incom- 
prehensible, is  a  discovery  which  was  probably  made 
at  a  very  early  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  human 
race.  '  What  I  would,'  says  St.  Paul,  '  that  do  I  not : 
but  what  I  would  not,  that  do  I.  .  .  .  Now,  then,  it  is 
no  more  I  that  do  it!'  But  the  consolation,  if  it  be 
intended  for  such,  is  at  best  a  sorry  one.  The  word 
*  I '  apparently  covers  both   the   good   and   the   evil 
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tendencies,  and  has,  at  all  events,  to  be  held  respon- 
sible in  a  poor,  purblind  world  for  the  deeds  promoted 
by  each.  Otherwise  we  should  have  our  houses  broken 
into  and  our  lives  endangered  with  a  frequency  de- 
structive of  all  comfort. 

And  little  comfort  was  Arthur  Foley  able  to  derive 
from  repeating  to  himself  that  he  had  been  msane. 
that  he  had  been  bewitched,  that  his  eyes  had  been 
opened  at  last,  that  he  had  never  really  ceased  to  love 
Hhoda  Meynell,  nor  ever  really  loved  Lola  Hamersley, 
with  a  good  deal  more  to  the  like  effect.  Nobody 
believes  in  witchcraft  nowadays,  the  plea  of  msanity 
cannot  be  accepted  until  its  existence  has  been 
certified  by  competent  medical  authority ;  and  what- 
ever excuses  he  might  adduce  for  the  sahdng  of  his 
personal  conscience,  the  facts  remained  that  he  had 
deliberately  severed  the  last  tie  which  had  bound  him 
to  the  girl  whom  he  loved,  and  had  transferred  his 
allegiance  to  another,  by  whom  (as  a  matter  of  detail) 
he  had  been  laughed  out  of    court.     It  was  he  who 
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had  done  these  things,  and  undoubtedly  it  was  he 
who  would  have  to  pay  the  penalty.  So  that  it  did 
not,  after  all,  seem  to  matter  very  much  whether  he 
was  excusable  or  not. 

Indeed,  as  he  strode  out  of  Bridstow,  with  hasty^ 
irregular  steps,  elbowing  the  passers-by  and  stumbling^ 
over  every  obstruction  that  lay  in  his  path,  his  con- 
viction was  that,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned,  nothing 
mattered  much,  or  ever  would  matter  much  again. 
He  was  an  utter,  hopeless,  disgraceful  failure.  His 
past  could  not  by  any  possibility  be  redeemed  ;  his 
future  was  not  worth  contemplating,  and  if  a  recruit- 
ing-sergeant had  chanced  at  that  moment  to  visit  a 
town  where  recruiting-sergeants  are  seldom  seen,  it  is 
quite  upon  the  cards  that  a  fine,  able-bodied  warrior 
would  have  been  added  to  the  number  of  those  who 
already  wear  her  Majesty's  uniform. 

It  was  not,  however,  a  recruiting- sergeant,  but  an 
officer  on  the  retired  list,  whom  Arthur  was  destined 
to  encounter,  and  thus  he  was  reminded  that,  insig- 
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nificant  though  petty  annoyances  ma}'  seem  m  the 
presence  of  great  calamities,  they  nevertheless  do  not 
cease  to  be  perceptible  by  reason  of  their  pettmess. 
The  very  last  man  m  the  world  whom  he  would  have 
wished  to  meet  just  then  was  Colonel  Meynell ;  but 
there  the  Colonel  was,  withm  touch  of  him,  and 
through  sheer  force  of  habit  he  stood  still,  mstead  of 
passmg  on  with  a  nod.  Havmg  done  this  unnecessary 
thing,  and  being  conscious  of  the  other's  mquiring 
gaze,  he  thought  he  might  as  well  explam ;  so  he  said 
hurriedly  : 

'  Oh,  I  wanted  just  to  bid  you  good-bye ;  I'm  off 
to-morrow  mornmg.' 

'  To  -  morrow  mornmg  ?'  repeated  the  ColoneL 
'That's  quick  work.' 

'  Well,  I  took  the  first  chance  that  offered,  you 
know.  I'm  going  to  the  Pyrenees  with  my  cousin, 
Eobert  Hamersley,  who  hopes  to  get  a  few  weeks  of 
wild  shooting  there.' 

'  Oh,  you'll  be  back  agam  m  a  few  weeks,  then  ?* 
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'  I  think  not ;  but  I  haven't  made  any  plans  yet, 
there  hasn't  been  time,'  answered  the  young  man. 
He  added  rather  bitterly — for  he  had  fancied  that 
there  was  a  touch  of  disappointment  in  the  Colonel's 
voice — '  You  need  not  feel  at  all  alarmed.  I  promise 
you  that  Bridstow  will  see  no  more  of  me  than  I  can 
help  after  this.' 

'I  am  not  alarmed,'  the  Colonel  declared;  'not  in 
the  way  that  you  mean,  anyhow.  I  suppose  you 
wouldn't  believe  me  if  I  were  to  say  that  I  felt  a  little 
bit  alarmed  on  your  own  account.' 

Arthur  shifted  uneasily  from  one  foot  to  the  other, 
not  wishing  to  be  preached  to,  and  assuming  that  some 
sage  counsels  were  about  to  be  bestowed  upon  him. 

'  I'm  not  going  to  commit  suicide,  if  that's  what 
you're  afraid  of,'  he  answered,  with  a  forced  laugh. 

*  I  should  hope  not ;  but  a  man  may  destroy  him- 
self in  more  ways  than  one,  as  you  know.  Look  here, 
Eoley ;  I  quite  understand  your  being  in  a  rage  with 
me,  and  perhaps  I'm  not  over  and  above  pleased  with 
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you;  but  there  ought  not  to  be  any  real  ill  feeling 
between  us.  Now,  tell  me,  like  a  good  fellow — can  I 
help  you  in  any  way  ?' 

'I  don't  see  that  you  can,  thank  you,'  answered 
Arthur  coldly ;  '  it's  a  little  too  late  in  the  day  for 
that.' 

Colonel  Meynell  did  not  take  offence.     He  said  : 

'  Perhaps  it  isn't.  Perhaps — if  you'll  forgive  my 
bluntness — it  may  not  be  too  late  to  save  you  from 
making  an  ass  of  yourself.  I  can  put  two  and  two 
together,  and  when  PJioda  told  me  of  what  passed 
between  you  yesterday  afternoon ' 

'  Why  should  she  have  told  you  anythmg  about  it  ?' 
mterrupted  Arthur  angrily.  '  Is  it  necessary  that 
every  single  word  she  has  said  or  heard  m  the  twenty- 
four  hours  should  be  reported  to  you  ?' 

'  Very  likely  she  thinks  so.  At  all  events,  she  did 
tell  me,  and  when  she  did,  I  guessed  how  the  land 
lay.  Don't  behave  like  a  fractious  child,  Foley ; 
don't  imagine  that  you  will  hurt  anybody  but  3'ourself 
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by  that  sort  of  thing.  Above  all,  don't  fall  into  any 
delusion  about  Miss  Hamersley.  I  have  had  my  eye 
upon  her  for  some  time  past;  I  have  been  able  to 
study  her  rather  more  dispassionately,  I  think,  than 
you  can  have  done,  and  I  believe  I  can  tell  you  in  one 
word  what  she  is.' 

'  Oh,  indeed  !     What  is  she,  then  ?' 

*  An  adventuress,  my  dear  fellow.  To  put  it 
coarsely,  she  has  been  flying  at  higher  game  than 
you;  but,  in  the  event  of  a  disappointment,  you 
wouldn't  be  altogether  beneath  her  notice.  So,  if  you 
will  be  advised  by  me,  you  will  beware  of  her.' 

This  fairly  exhausted  Arthur's  patience. 

*  You  are  not  the  only  person  who  has  put  two  and 
two  together,'  he  returned.  '  Even  I,  childish  and 
fractious  and  all  the  rest  of  it  as  I  am,  have  wit 
enough  to  understand  why  you  have  kept  an  eye  upon 
my  cousin,  and  I  don't  know  about  its  having  been 
such  a  very  dispassionate  one,  either.  Of  course, 
what  you  have  wanted  all  along  has  been  to  marry 
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jour  sister  to  Braunton,  and,  of  course,  you  have 
been  alarmed  by  his  attentions  in  another  quarter. 
That  is  natural  enough ;  but  it  doesn't  quite  give  you 
the  right  to  call  my  cousin  an  adventuress.' 

The  colour  rose  mto  Colonel  ^leynell's  swarthy 
cheeks,  for  he  was  constitutionally  hot-tempered  ;  but 
he  had  long  ago  got  the  upper  hand  of  his  temper, 
and  he  answered  quietly  : 

'  I  owe  you  an  apology.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
had  forgotten  for  the  moment  that  Miss  Hamersley 
was  your  cousin.  I  am  afraid  I  can't  withdraw  the 
word,  though ;  and  I  don't  want  to  withdraw  the 
caution.  Women,  I  believe,  often  marry  out  of  pique, 
and  by  way  of  spitmg  somebody  who  hasn't  suffi- 
ciently appreciated  them.  It  is  a  silly  and  dangerous 
thmg  to  do ;  still,  there  are  various  excuses  for  them, 
and  the  result  isn't  always  as  calamitous  as  might 
have  been  expected.  But  there's  no  sort  of  excuse  for 
a  man  who  behaves  m  that  way,  nor  any  hope  of  a 
happy  result  in  his  case.      Men,  you  may  be  sure, 


126  SAINT  ANN'S 

never  fall  in  love  with  their  wives  after  marriage. 
Now,  it  is  certain  that  you  are  not  in  love  with  Miss 
Hamersley,  and ' 

*  Why  is  it  certain  ?'  Arthur  demanded,  interrupting 
his  Mentor  for  the  second  time.  'Men,  as  well  as 
women,  may  make  mistakes  and  change  their  minds 
sometimes,  I  suppose — especially  childish  and  fractious 
men.  A  man  may  find  out  that  he  has  been  totally 
mistaken  in  a  woman  whom  he  has  loved,  and  after 
she  has  dismissed  him  he  may  fall  in  love  with 
another  woman.  It  wouldn't  be  hearing  the  other 
woman  described  as  an  adventuress  that  would  deter 
him,  anyhow.' 

The  Colonel  scrutinized  the  speaker  for  a  minute 
with  a  sort  of  stern  compassion. 

'  If  you  are  serious,'  he  observed  at  length,  '  there 
is  nothing  more  to  be  said.' 

'  Nothing  at  all,'  Arthur  agreed  impatiently. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  had  resumed  his  homeward 
march,  and  the  Colonel  was  out  of  sight.     Why  he 
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had  spoken  as  he  had  done,  and  why,  while  he  was 
about  it,  he  had  not  told  the  whole  truth,  he  hardly 
knew.  He  might  just  as  well  ha\x  told  the  whole 
truth,  which  was  sure  to  become  kno^Ti  before  long» 
But  there  had  been  a  kmd  of  savage  satisfaction  in 
making  the  worst  of  himself,  and  Colonel  Meynell, 
whom  he  still  regarded  as  the  author  of  all  his  mis- 
fortunes, had,  it  must  be  owned,  been  excessively  pro- 
voking. Not  that  it  signified  one  way  or  the  other. 
He  was  going  to  turn  his  back  upon  Bridstow  for  ever, 
and  the  only  pomt  which  called  for  immediate,  prac- 
tical consideration  was  how  this  news  was  to  be  broken 
to  his  father. 

He  tried  to  thmk  thmgs  over  while  dressmg  for 
dinner,  though  his  brams  were  not  m  very  clear 
working  order,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
news  had  better  be  broken  by  post.  For  the  present 
it  would  suffice  to  announce  that  he  was  about  to 
absent  himself  for  a  few  weeks  on  a  shooting  expedi- 
tion with  Mr.  Hamerslev.     One  excellent  reason  for 


128  SAINT  ANN'S 

not  stating  whither  he  meant  to  go  on  conclusion  of 
that  expedition  was  that  he  did  not  know.  Some 
place  which  was  favoured  with  a  pestilential  climate 
and  an  abundance  of  wild  beasts  and  poisonous 
reptiles  would  suit  him  best,  he  thought.  But 
perhaps  it  would  be  scarcely  advisable  to  say  so. 

But  Mr.  Foley,  when  somewhat  abruptly  informed, 
after  dinner,  of  his  son's  impending  departure,  seemed 
to  think  that  the  Pyrenees  would  afford  quite  dangers 
enough.     He  turned  perceptibly  pale  as  he  exclaimed  : 

'  I  don't  like  this,  Arthur — I  don't  like  it  a  bit ! 
"W  hat  does  it  all  mean  ?' 

'  I  should  be  the  better  for  a  change,  and  I  want  to 
shoot  something  rather  bigger  than  a  rabbit  for  once 
in  a  way,  and  I  may  never  get  such  an  opportunity 
-again,'  answered  Arthur  evasively. 

'  Oh,  nonsense  !  he  must  have  some  stronger  means 
of  persuasion  than  that.  What  has  he  been  saying  to 
jou?' 

'  Who,  Mr.  Hamersley  ?     He  hasn't  said  much,  and 
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he  didn't  use  any  persuasion  at  all.  He  only  men- 
tioned yesterday  that  he  was  going,  and  suggested 
that  I  might  like  to  join  him.' 

'  Then  he  must  have  known  that,  for  some  reason 
or  other,  you  would  jump  at  the  suggestion.' 

*  Very  likely  he  did.  In  fact,  I  suppose  he  knows 
well  enough  that  I  have  reasons  for  wantmg  to  get 
out  of  the  place.     So  do  you,  for  the  matter  of  that.' 

'  Yes,  yes  ;  and  I  shouldn't  be  sorry  to  hear  of  your 
retiring  from  the  scene  for  a  time  if  you  were  to 
have  any  other  travelling  companion  than  Eobert 
Hamersley.  But  it  is  not  safe  for  you  to  go  with  that 
man.     He  is  not  to  be  trusted,  believe  me.' 

'  Why  ?  Do  you  thmk  he  is  leadmg  me  off  into  the 
wilds  to  murder  me  quietly,  like  the  wicked  uncle  in 
an  old-fashioned  drama  ?'  asked  Arthur,  with  a  short 
laugh. 

Mr.  Foley  did  not  smile.  '  Crimes  never  go  out  of 
fashion,'  he  said.  '  In  the  mountains  an  accident  is 
easily  contrived,  and  if  once  Eobert  Hamersley  could 
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get  rid  of  you,  only  one  very  uncertain  life  would 
stand  between  him  and  this  property,  remember.  One 
need  not  apologize  for  entertaining  such  suspicions, 
knowing  what  his  record  is  and  what  his  principles 
are.  You  yourself  have  heard  him  relate  as  coolly  as 
possible  how,  on  one  occasion,  he  left  his  comrades  to 
die  of  hunger,  after  robbing  them  of  the  little  food 
they  had  left.' 

It  was  necessary  to  disabuse  Mr.  Foley's  mind  of 
this  outrageous  notion,  and  in  order  to  do  that  it  like- 
wise became  necessary  to  say  more  than  Arthur  had 
originally  contemplated  saying.  Little  by  little  the 
whole  story  came  out.  It  was  not  pleasant  to  reveal 
the  secrets  of  one's  heart  to  an  unsympathetic 
listener ;  but  Arthur  knew  that  sooner  or  later  his 
father  would  have  to  be  told  everything,  and  he  was 
just  then  in  a  humour  to  find  something  like  pleasure 
in  self-inflicted  punishment.  He  was  so  disgusted 
with  himself,  so  humiliated,  and  so  despairing,  that 
all  the  world  might  have  been  made  aware  of  his  shame 


ARTHUR  IS  DULY  CAUTIONED  131 

without  sensibly  increasing  it.    For  the  rest,  his  father 
showed  more  sympathy  than  he  had  anticipated. 

'  Matters  seem  to  have  got  themselves  mto  an 
awkward  tangle  with  you,  Arthur,'  Mr.  Foley  re- 
marked, smiling.  '  I  believe  you  are  right  in  beating 
a  retreat,  although,  as  I  said  before,  I  wish  you  could 
have  selected  a  more  trustworthy  escort.  Meanwhile, 
I  think  you  may  congratulate  3'ourself  upon  your 
escape.  I  will  watch  over  your  interests  while  3'ou  are 
away,  and  perhaps  by  the  time  that  you  return  the 
horizon  may  be  clearer  than  it  is  at  present.' 

Arthur  shook  his  head.  He  thought  it  best  not  to 
mention  that  a  return  to  St.  Ann's  was  not  included 
amongst  his  projects,  but  he  said : 

'  There  isn't  any  horizon  of  the  kind  that  you  mean 
for  me.  I  have  turned  my  back  upon  that  for  ever. 
Colonel  Meynell  knows,  and  Ehoda  will  soon  know, 
how  irrevocably  I  have  turned  my  back  upon  it.' 

'  Well,  well.  But  I  am  old  ;  I  have  seen  many  suns 
rise  and  set.     You  mustn't  expect  me  to  take  follies 
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and  mishaps  as  tragically  as  you  do.  At  least,  you 
are  in  no  danger,  I  hope,  of  listening  again  to  the 
seductive  strains  of  that  South  American  siren.' 

*  I  think  I  may  safely  say  that  I  am  in  no  danger  of 
doing  that,'  Arthur  replied,  with  a  grim  compression 
of  his  lips. 

*  Then  all  may  yet  be  well.  I  won't  ask  you  to 
abandon  this  expedition — possibly  Eobert  Hamersley 
may  be  as  free  from  sinister  intentions  as  you  imagine 
— but  I  do  ask  you,  as  a  concession  to  my  nervous- 
ness, to  keep  him  out  of  temptation's  way.  Always 
walk  behind  him  when  he  is  carrying  a  rifle,  and 
don't  stand  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice  beside  him,  un- 
less some  third  person  is  present ;  not  even  then,  if 
you  can  help  it.' 

Arthur  gave  the  requested  promise,  smiling  in 
spite  of  his  wretchedness.  He  was  grateful  to  his. 
father  for  having  abstained  from  rebuking  him,  and 
the  two  men  became  more  friendly  together  that  even- 
ing than  they  had  ever  been  before,  perhaps,  in  their 
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lives.  As  for  a  perfect  mutual  understanding,  that 
was  not  attaiaable.  Mr.  Foley,  as  he  had  pleaded, 
could  not  be  expected  to  share  a  young  fellow's  point 
of  \TLew,  nor  was  xlithui*  old  enough  to  have  learnt 
what  queer  changes  and  developments  the  course  of 
time  is  for  ever  bringing  about. 

That  m  the  case  of  certain  persons  changes  occur 
with  bewildering  rapidity  Arthur  was  destined  to  be 
made  aware  no  later  than  on  the  following  morning, 
when  he  drove  down  to  the  railway-station  to  catch 
the  early  express  for  London.  Hardly  had  he  taken 
his  place  when  a  tall  female  figure,  which,  at  that 
hour  of  the  day,  and  for  several  succeeding  hours,  was 
wont  to  remam  horizontal  and  in^dsible,  advanced 
rapidly  across  the  platform  and  halted  beside  the 
wmdow  of  the  smoking  carriage  where  he  was  seated. 
On  recognismg  Lola  he  was  too  much  amazed  even  to 
go  through  the  customary  formality  of  raising  his  hat. 
He  could  only  stare  at  her,  speechless  and  oi)en- 
mouthed. 
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'  You  are  astonished  ?'  she  said.  '  So  is  the  station- 
master,  and  so  are  the  porters.  They  all  know  me^ 
and  it  must  be  confessed  that  this  is  a  risky  proceed- 
ing. Happily,  we  are  cousins.  One  will  have  ta 
dwell  upon  that  circumstance  if  one  is  brougl:^t  to 
book ;  and  surely  cousins  ought  not  to  part  as  we 
parted  yesterday.  You  see  what  I  have  done  for  the 
sake  of  wishing  you  "  bon  voyage."  Don't  you  think 
I  deserve  some  trifle  in  the  way  of  roAvard  ?' 

Indignation  got  the  better  of  Arthur's  good  manners. 

'  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  or  what  you  want,' 

he  returned  brusquely.     '  Can't  you  be  satisfied  with 

your  triumph  ?     Must  you  needs  come  here  to  gloat 

over  me  up  to  the  very  last  moment  ?' 

She  shook  her  head  gently. 

*  Don't  quarrel  with  me,'  she  entreated.  'It  isn't 
necessary,  and  there  isn't  time.  I  don't  wonder  at 
your  not  knowing  what  I  mean.  How  should  you, 
when  I  don't  quite  know  myself?  As  for  what  I 
want — well,  I  suppose  you  won't  give  me  that.     But 
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perhaps  you  won't  grudge  me  one  little  scrap  of 
information.  Yesterday  you  told  me  that  you  loved 
me.' 

'  Yes  ;  but  that  was  before  I  knew ' 

She  stretched  her  arm  through  the  carriage  window 
and  laid  her  finger  upon  his  lips. 

'  No,  no  !  don't  say  the  rest.  I  can  imagine  it. 
Only  tell  me  whether,  after  you  left  me,  you  made  the 
same  protestation  to  somebody  else  ?' 

'  Of  course  not !'  he  exclaimed.  '  How  could  such  a 
thing  be  possible  ?     How  could  you  suppose ' 

'  Oh,  I  can  suppose  a  great  deal,  and  3'ou  must 
admit  that  you  have  chopped  and  changed  more  than 
once  already.  I  shouldn't  have  blamed  you  if  you 
had  done  it  again  ;  but  I'm  glad  you  didn't.  There 
is  the  guard  putting  his  whistle  to  his  lips,  ^liat 
shall  I  say  to  you — adieu  or  au  revoir  V 

*  Say  anything  you  please,'  answered  Arthur, 
striving,  without  much  success,  to  look  unconcerned. 
*  Perhaps  we  may  meet  again  some  day,  after  you 
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have  become  Lady  Braunton ;  but  I  don't  think  it  is 
particularly  likely  that  we  shall.' 

'  Perhaps  we  may  meet  again  before  then — who 
knows  ?  I  am  not  Lady  Braunton  yet.  Meanwhile, 
do  me  the  favour  to  forget  the  horrid  things  that  I 
said  to  you  yesterday.  I  didn't  mean  them — not  all 
of  them,  anyhow.' 

Then,  as  the  train  began  to  move,  she  hastily 
detached  a  rose  which  she  was  wearing  in  her  jacket 
and  flung  it  on  his  knees. 

'May  you  have  good  luck  and  plenty  of  sport,'  she 
said ;  '  and  may  you  bring  back  a  more  cheerful 
countenance  than  you  are  taking  away  with  you !' 

Her  own  was  cheerful  enough.  She  continued  to 
smile  and  wave  her  gloved  hand  after  him  until  a 
curve  of  the  line  hid  her  from  his  sight,  when  he  got 
up,  looked  at  her  rose  for  a  moment,  and  then  tossed 
it  contemptuously  out  upon  the  rails. 

'No,'  he  muttered;  'fool  as  I  am,  I  am  not  fool 
enough  to  be  taken  in  a  second  time.     And  yet  she 
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can't  be  altogether  a  humbug — not  half  such  a  hum- 
bug as  I  was  when  I  told  her  that  I  loved  her.  She 
would  never  have  got  out  of  bed  at  this  hour,  and 
come  to  the  station,  with  the  certamty  of  starting  an 
avalanche  of  gossip,  unless  —  well,  I  won't  thmk 
about  it.  I  have  seen  the  last  of  her  now,  thank 
Heaven !' 


CHAPTER    XX 


IN    AERAGON. 


Is  it  possible  to  be  in  love  with  two  women  at  one  and 
the  same  time  ?  Imagination  supplies  the  resound- 
ing negative,  with  which  a  chorus  of  readers,  male 
and  female — especially  female — will  reply  to  such  a 
query.  Of  course  it  is  impossible,  at  a  given  moment, 
to  entertain  a  sentiment  worthy  of  the  name  of  love 
for  more  than  a  single  individual.  It  is  even 
doubtful  whether  true  love  can  be  felt  more  than 
once  in  a  lifetime,  and  anybody  who  maintains  the 
contrary  must  be  either  a  very  ignorant  or  a  very 
debased  representative  of  humanity.  So  be  it. 
Arthur    Foley    was    quite    of    that    opinion,    while 
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Arthur  Foley's  humble  biographer  is  a  good  deal 
inclined  thereto  ;  so  that  we  are  all  of  one  mind  upon 
the  subject,  and  may  keep  cool. 

Nevertheless,  Arthur  was  not  far  wrong  in  thanking 
Heaven  that  he  had  (as  he  hoped  and  believed)  seen 
the  last  of  Lola  Hamersley.  If  he  did  not  love  her, 
he  had  asseverated  that  he  did,  and  what  would  have 
become  of  him  if,  mstead  of  merely  tossing  him  a 
rose  at  the  railway  station,  she  had  informed  him 
that  his  love  was  returned  *?  What  if  she  had 
declared  that  she  was  ready  to  throw  prudence, 
ambition  and  Lord  Braunton  overboard  for  his  sake  ? 
Mercifully,  she  had  not  gone  so  far ;  he  did  not 
believe  that  she  would  ever  go  so  far  ;  and  thus  it 
was  superfluous  for  him  to  debate  whether  he  was 
still  in  honour  bound  by  a  proposal  which  he  had 
considered  himself  honourably  bound  to  make.  He 
did  not  debate  the  point  more  than  he  could  help  on 
the  way  up,  and  as  soon  as  he  reached  London  there 
were  various  purchases  to  be  made,  which  kept  his> 
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thoughts  concentrated  upon  cartridges,  sleepmg-bags 
and  other  paraphernalia,  until  nightfall ;  but  he  could 
not  help  wondering  what  had  been  the  consequences 
of  her  extraordinary  action  in  rushing  off  before 
hreakfast  to  take  leave  of  him,  nor  was  it  without 
some  mental  disquietude  that  he  awaited  his  travel- 
ling-companion at  Charing  Cross  on  the  following 
morning. 

But  Mr.  Hamersley,  who  arrived  at  the  last 
moment,  taking  things  very  coolly,  and  paying  no 
attention  to  the  excited  reminders  of  the  officials  that 
time  was  up,  evidently  knew  nothing.  He  greeted 
his  young  cousin  with  much  friendliness,  stepped  into 
the  compartment  which  had  been  reserved  for  him 
(Mr.  Hamersley  was  one  of  those  fortunate  people 
who  always  contrive  to  secure  reserved  compartments 
without  paying  for  them) ,  and  remarked  : 

'  I  saw  your  father  just  before  I  started  ;  he  seems 
to  be  rather  nervous  about  you.  I  tried  to  persuade 
him  that  a  man  isn't  much  more  likely  to  meet  with 
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a  violent  death  in  the  Pyrenees  than  in  Eegent 
Street ;  but  he  said  he  had  shot  chamois  in  the  Tyrol 
and  knew  what  the  dangers  were.  However,  I 
promised  that  you  should  be  most  carefully  looked 
after.' 

Arthur,  a  little  embarrassed  by  the  recollection  of 
what  his  father's  apprehensions  really  were,  said 
something  about  natural  parental  anxiety,  to  which 
Mr.  Hamersley  replied : 

'  Oh,  of  course,  I  ought  to  be  able  to  sympathize, 
being  myself  the  father  of  an  only  child  ;  but  I  must 
confess  that  I  never  feel  very  anxious  about  Lola. 
She  has  a  head  upon  her  shoulders,  and  is  better 
qualified  to  look  after  me,  I  dare  say,  than  I  am  to 
look  after  her.' 

That  sounded  thoroughly  reassuring,  and,  indeed, 
no  further  allusion  to  his  daughter  was  made  by  Mr. 
Hamersley  during  the  long  journey,  of  which  he 
beguiled  the  tedium  by  his  pleasant  talk  and  by 
various  mgenious  de^-ices  for  killmg  time.     Having 
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provided  himself  with  a  pack  of  cards,  he  taught 
Arthur  how  to  play  euchre,  and  won  the  large  sum 
of  thirty  francs  from  him  between  Calais  and  Paris. 
Also  he  imparted  to  him  certain  valuable  hints,  the 
result  of  many  years'  practical  study  in  different 
-quarters  of  the  globe,  as  to  the  best  means  of  track- 
ing wild  animals  and  approaching  them  when  tracked. 
Once,  being  at  a  loss  for  anything  else  to  do,  he 
snatched  a  couple  of  walking  sticks  from  the  rack 
■above  his  head,  seated  himself  upon  the  floor  of  the 
coupe,  and  challenged  his  junior  to  a  cock-fight,  in 
which  he  came  off  victorious.  He  was  like  a  school- 
boy out  for  a  holiday,  and  his  spirits  ended  by  con- 
quering to  some  extent  the  morose  dejection  of  his 
iellow-traveller. 

'  At  any  rate,'  Arthur  thought,  '  he  doesn't  suspect 
anything,  and  he  means  enjoying  himself.  I  suppose 
I  had  better  try  to  do  the  same,  or  look  as  if  I  did.' 

Very  few  people,  it  may  be  assumed,  can  enjoy 
themselves,  or  even  pretend  to  do  so,  in  a  railway 
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carriage,  and  the  vast,  melancholy  plains  of  the 
Beauce  country  are  enough  to  depress  the  most 
hilarious  of  tourists  ;  but  when  Orleans  and  Tours 
and  rocky  Angouleme  had  been  passed,  when  Bor- 
deaux, where  a  night  of  stifling  heat  was  spent,  had 
been  left  behind,  and  when  a  first  glimpse  had  been 
obtained  of  distant  shadowy  mountains  and  snow- 
covered  peaks,  showing  famtly  against  a  dark  blue 
sky,  Arthur  began  to  admit  to  himself,  not  without 
reluctance,  that  life  might  still  have  its  occasional 
good  moments,  m  spite  of  all.  This  was  the  view 
taken  by  Eobert  Hamersley,  and  emphatically  im- 
pressed by  him  more  than  once  upon  the  younger 
man. 

'  Depend  upon  it,'  said  he,  after  they  had  at  length 
escaped  from  railway  trains,  and  had  reached  the 
green  valley  of  Argeles,  where  guides  and  porters  had 
been  instructed  by  telegraph  to  await  their  arrival,  *  it 
is  well  worth  a  sportsman's  while  to  have  been  born. 
This  world  is  a  worrying,  wearying  place  of  habita- 
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tion,  I  grant  you;  but,  with  a  little  money  in  his 
pocket,  and  a  strong,  healthy  body  like  yours,  he  can 
always  get  away  from  the  world  and  be  happy.  What 
the  deuce  does  he  care,  when  once  he  is  camping  out 
under  the  stars,  for  anybody  or  anything,  except  the 
beasts  whom  he  hopes  to  lay  low  ?  For  my  own  part, 
I  make  it  a  rule  to  leave  my  worries  behind  me  with 
my  frock  coat  and  my  tall  hat,  and  I  have  never  found 
the  slightest  difficulty  in  adhering  to  it.' 

He  looked  sincere ;  probably  he  was  so.  Lola  had 
given  him  a  fright,  but  he  knew,  by  instinct  rather 
than  by  experience,  that  his  daughter  was  more  prone 
to  talking  than  to  acting  recklessly,  and  he  had 
persuaded  himself  that  all  would  be  well.  For  some 
weeks  to  come,  at  any  rate,  he  might  with  safety 
dismiss  unpleasant  subjects  from  his  mind.  And  this 
brief  return  to  wild,  free  life,  artificial  though  it  might 
be,  and  a  poor  substitute  for  the  more  distant  expedi- 
tions which  at  his  age  he  could  scarcely  hope  to 
undertake  again,  was,  in  truth,  an  immense  pleasure 
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to  him.  It  made  him  feel  almost  young  again  to 
study  the  map,  to  fix  upon  suitable  spots  for  a 
bivouac,  and  discuss  the  weather  prospects  with  the 
hard-featured  old  Basque  chasseur  whom  he  had 
engaged.  The  weather  prospects  were  not  altogether 
encouragmg,  for  a  heavy  thunderstorm  burst  over 
Argeles  an  hour  or  two  after  the  travellers  had 
arrived  at  that  place,  and  steady  rain,  which  implied 
snow  m  the  higher  regions,  was  falling  the  next  day. 
But  Mr.  Hamersley  was  resolved  not  to  linger  a 
moment  longer  than  he  could  help  m  the  haunts  of 
civilization. 

'We'll  push  on  to  Gavarnie,  anyhow,'  he  said.  '  If 
we  can't  get  any  further,  we  must  wait  there  until  the 
•     sky  clears,  that's  all.' 

So  a  carriage  was  ordered,  and  the  day  was  spent 
in  a  long,  up-hill  drive,  past  the  watering-places  of 
St.  Sauveur  and  Cauterets,  to  the  confines  of  the 
celebrated  Cirque  de  Gavarnie,  where  the  road  came 
to  an  end,  and  where,  sure  enough,  snow  was  found 
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to  be  lying  on  the  ground.  The  little  inn  had  been 
deserted  by  summer  tourists,  which  Mr.  Hamersley 
said  was  a  blessing,  and  the  landlord  shook  his  head 
when  he  heard  that  these  heavily- equipped  sportsmen 
proposed  to  cross  the  Breche  de  Eoland  on  the 
morrow.  The  storm  passed  away,  however,  soon 
after  sunset,  stars  began  to  glitter  in  a  cloudless  sky, 
and  Mr.  Hamersley  would  not  hear  of  delaying  the 
start  for  another  twenty-four  hours,  in  order  that  the 
freshly-fallen  snow  might  have  time  to  melt. 

'  We  have  good  legs,'  said  he.  '  We  aren't  afraid 
of  a  little  fatigue.  In  fact,  we  are  here  for  the  express 
purpose  of  getting  ourselves  into  condition,  and  the 
sooner  we  begin  the  better.  Besides,'  he  added,  turn- 
ing to  Arthur  with  a  laugh,  '  I  left  instructions  that  • 
letters  were  to  be  forwarded  to  Gavarnie,  and  a  whole 
pile  might  arrive  before  to-morrow  evening,  which 
wouldn't  suit  me  at  all.  I  suppose  you  don't  want 
letters,  do  you  ?' 

Arthur  wanted  them  so  little  that  he  had  not  even 
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deemed  it  necessary  to  furnish  his  father  with  an 
address,  nor  had  he  any  wish  to  postpone  his  de- 
parture for  those  unfrequented  huntmg  -  grounds 
which  his  companion  was  so  eager  to  reach.  But  he 
certainly  was  not  in  the  best  of  condition,  and  the 
passage  of  the  Breche  de  Pioland  tried  him  in  wind 
and  Hmb  to  a  degree,  which  was  all  the  more 
humiliating  because  Mr.  Hamersley  accomplished  it 
without  perceptible  difficulty  or  discomfort.  That 
stalwart  veteran  plodded  steadily  along  through  the 
soft  snow,  looking  neither  to  right  nor  left,  and 
scarcely  deigning  to  cast  an  approving  glance  upon 
the  vast  amphitheatre  of  precipices,  which  lovers  of 
scenery  travel  from  all  parts  of  Europe  to  behold,  or 
upon  the  far-famed  waterfall,  which  is  said  to  be  the 
highest  in  the  world.  Only  when  the  porters,  groan- 
ing under  their  heavy  burdens,  pleaded  that  it  was 
time  to  'prendre  une  goutte,'  would  he  consent  to 
halt  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  he  would  neither 
join  them  in  drinking  thm  red  wine  out  of  the  goat- 
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skin  bottles  that  they  carried,  nor  allow  Arthur  to 
unscrew  his  flask. 

'  No,  no,'  he  said.  '  You  must  learn  to  subdue 
your  thirst,  or  it  will  subdue  you.  Hold  a  pebble  in 
your  mouth  and  look  forward  to  the  evening,  when 
you  shall  drink  as  much  as  you  like.' 

It  was  impossible  to  help  admiring  the  man,  and, 
somehow  or   other,   it  was  also   impossible   to   help 
obeying  him.     The  chasseurs  and  porters  soon  dis- 
covered that,  although  they  probably  had  not  set  out 
with  any  intention  of  being  particularly  tractable,  he 
had  a  quiet,  matter-of-course  way  of  giving  orders, 
-    and  a  quiet  fashion  of  looking  straight  into  the  eyes 
of  the  person  to  whom  he  gave  them,  which  spared 
him  many  of  those  fights  for  supremacy  to  which  less 
resolute  mortals  must  needs  make  up  their  minds. 
From   the  first  he  took  the  command  and  kept  it, 
decreeing  where  the  mid-day  halt  should  be  made, 
•    and   deciding,  after  a  careful  scrutiny  through   his 
field-glasses  of  the  Spanish  valleys,  which  came  into 
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view  from  the  summit  of  the  pass,  upon  the  precise 
place  where  the  party  were  to  encamp  for  the  night. 
Perhaps  he  hit  upon  the  right  place  ;  at  all  events, 
his  chief  subordmate  only  raised  a  few  perfunctory 
objections,  to  which  no  heed  was  paid.  It  was,  m 
short,  evident  that  he  knew  what  he  was  about,  and 
meant  to  take  his  own  way;  it  might  even  be  sur- 
mised that  anybody  who  should  seriously  attempt  to 
prevent  him  from  takmg  his  own  way  would  do  so  at 
the  risk  of  bemg  summarily  dealt  with. 

For  the  rest,  his  good  humour  and  indefatigable 
activity  speedily  won  the  hearts  of  the  men,  who  were 
not  much  accustomed  to  meeting  with  strangers  of 
this  type.  When,  after  a  long  and  wearisome  descent, 
the  desolate  valley  which  he  had  selected  as  their 
camping-place  had  been  reached,  he  helped  them  to 
collect  such  dry  wood  as  was  obtamable,  constructed 
a  fire  upon  scientific  principles,  and  showed  them 
how  to  cook  a  soup  which  they  were  fam  to  admit  was 
superior  to  anything  that  their  own  skill  could  have 
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produced ;  also  he  had  provided  the  unwonted  luxury 
of  sleeping-bags  for  them  all,  and  took  care  that 
everyone  should  be  made  as  comfortable  as  he  was 
himself. 

*Who  would  believe  that  you  had  never  been  in 
this  part  of  the  world  before  in  your  life !'  Arthur 
exclaimed,  laughing,  when  the  natives  were  all 
snoring  round  the  camp  fire,  and  he  himself,  rested 
and  refreshed,  was  smoking  a  last  pipe  with  his 
cousin,  preparatory  to  lying  down  upon  the  ground 
for  the  night. 

'  Well,  I  have  been  in  a  good  many  other  parts  of 
the  world,  and  mountains  are  mountains  everywhere. 
I  wish  I  could  feel  any  confidence  in  the  assurances 
of  these  fellows  that  we  shall  get  a  shot  at  some 
izards  to-morrow.  If  we  do,  we  must  take  care  not  to 
miss,  or  we  shall  lose  all  our  prestige.' 

There  was  little  danger  of  Eobert  Hamersley's 
missing  an  animal  that  could  be  hit,  and  as  they 
were  lucky  enough  to  get  within  range  of  a  herd  of 
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izards  the  next  mornmg,  he  was  able,  by  means  of  a 
rather  difficult  shot,  to  show  what  his  capabilities 
were.  Arthur  was  not  equally  successful ;  yet  he, 
too,  obtained  a  chance  later  m  the  day  of  retrieving 
his  tarnished  reputation,  and,  to  his  unspeakable  joy 
and  relief,  he  managed  to  make  a  good  use  of  it. 

Yes,  there  was  no  denying  that  life  still  had  its 
good  moments,  and  that,  as  his  cousin  had  truly 
affirmed,  a  sportsman  in  sound  health  may  contrive 
to  set  aside  for  a  time  all  the  troubles  and  sorrows 
that  await  his  return  to  the  outer  world.  It  was, 
perhaps,  a  little  humiliating  that  it  should  be  so ;  yet 
so  it  undoubtedly  was,  and,  after  all,  this  brief  period 
of  quasi-oblivion  was  but  a  sort  of  parenthesis  in  his 
life,  after  which  he  would  have  to  face  cruel  realities 
once  more,  like  a  sleeper  whose  night's  rest  is  over. 

Of  the  outer  world,  and  everything  concerned  there- 
with, Mr.  Hamersley  showed  a  marked  reluctance  to 
speak.  '  I'll  trouble  you  to  observe  the  rules  of  the 
game,'  he  said   once,  laughingly,  in   reply  to   some 
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remark  of  Arthur's.  '  We  are  playing  at  being  as 
free  as  air  and  thousands  of  miles  away  from  all  our 
l)elongings.  If  you  try  to  destroy  the  illusion  again 
you  will  tempt  me  to  break  your  head.' 

Arthur  did  not  try  to  do  so  again,  nor,  indeed,  were 
many  opportunities  for  indiscretion  granted  to  him. 
His  cousin's  notion  of  a  holiday  was,  he  found,  hard 
physical  labour  from  early  dawn  to  sunset ;  and 
although  a  few  days  sufficed  to  rid  him  of  superfluous 
flesh  and  bring  his  lungs  and  muscles  into  better 
trim,  he  had  little  breath  to  spare  for  conversation 
and  little  inclination  for  anything  but  sleep  after  the 
camp-fire  had  been  kindled  and  the  frugal  evening 
meal  disposed  of.  It  was  not  every  day  that  izards 
came  within  range,  or  could  even  be  seen  from  afar ; 
nor  was  the  restless  leader  of  the  expedition  satisfied 
with  making  reconnaissances  from  his  original  point 
of  departure.  Never  sparing  himself,  he  never 
thought  of  sparing  others,  and  it  will  be  years  before 
those  porters  of  Gavarnie  forget  the  calm,  peremptory 
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Englishman  ^Yllo  marched  them  to  and  fro  among  the 
Vild  Arragonese  valleys,  without  so  much  as  consult- 
mg  either  them  or  the  chief  guide,  from  whom  alone 
they  had  hitherto  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving 
orders.  From  time  to  time  they  grumbled  a  little 
under  their  l^reath,  but  they  did  not  niutiny  :  they 
liked  as  well  as  feared  their  employer,  and  probably 
they  all  continued  to  hope  that  he  might  eventually 
succeed  in  bringing  down  one  of  the  rare  and  shy 
bouquetins  of  which  he  was  in  search. 

This,  of  course,  was  what  Arthur  also  hoped  for. 
The  ardour  of  the  chase  gained  possession  of-  him  ;  he 
ceased  to  think  about  anythmg  else,  ceased  to  take 
note  of  the  passage  of  time :  ceased,  even,  after  he 
had  killed  four  of  them,  to  be  thrown  into  an  agony 
of  nervousness  by  the  sight  of  a  herd  of  izards.  Like 
his  companion,  he  felt  that  the  one  thing  which 
must  be  secured  by  hook  or  by  crook,  the  one  thing 
which  would  compensate  for  fatigue,  exposure,  dis- 
appointment and  the  misery  of  sleej^less  nights,  when 
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storms  of  wind  and  cold  rain  swept  down  from  the 
mountains,  extinguishing  the  fire  and  saturating  the 
small  store  of  dry  wood,  would  be  a  single  chance  at 
a  capra  ibex.  Only  the  chance,  if  ever  it  should 
come,  could  not  be  for  him  personally. 

It  was  well  understood,  though  nothing  had  been 
actually  said  about  it,  that  that  must  belong  of 
right  to  Eobert  Hamersley,  who,  in  truth,  was  not 
only  the  senior,  but  by  far  the  better  shot  of  the  two 
men. 

There  are  phases  and  manifestations  of  human 
nature  which  no  student  of  the  race  can  ever  hope  to 
explain  —  no,  not  even  by  examining  unflinchingly 
into  his  own  nature  and  judging  of  what  he  himself 
might  conceivably  be  capable.  .  Eobert  Hamersley 
was  a  man  of  whom  little  good  could  be  said.  Again 
and  again  in  the  course  of  his  life  he  had  proved  him- 
self to  be  cynically  and  uncompromisingly  selfish. 
He  did  not,  indeed,  pretend  to  be  anything  else,  and 
was  wont  to  deride  the  idea  of  self-sacrifice  as  being 
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in  all  cases  either  a  folly  or  a  fraud.  Yet  Arthur 
Foley  is  alive  to  testify  to  one  most  astounding 
instance  of  magnanimity  on  his  cousin's  part,  and  it 
is  not  the  magnificent  pair  of  curved  horns  that 
adorn  the  entrance-hall  at  St.  Ann's  which  will  be 
required  to  keep  him  in  mind  of  it  until  his  dying 
day. 

At  any  given  moment  the  whole  scene  comes  before 
his  eyes  as  vividly  as  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence — the 
splendid  muscular  little  beast,  standing  upon  a  shelf 
of  rock,  scarcely  seventy  yards  away,  with  head  erect, 
and  huge  knotted  horns  thrown  back ;  his  cousin's 
barely-audible  mj unction,  agamst  which  he  only 
dared  to  enter  a  mute  protest ;  then  the  supreme 
instant  when  he  fired,  and  the  flood  of  remorseful 
anguish  that  overwhelmed  him  when  the  bouquetin 
bounded  away  across  the  snow  and  he  knew  for 
certain  that  he  had  missed. 

But  he  had  not  missed.  Mr.  Hamersley  assm'ed 
him  from  the  first  that  he  had  not ;  and  althou<;rh  it 
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was  necessary  to  make  a  long  detour  before  a  blood- 
stained track  upon  the  snow  could  be  hit  off  and 
followed  up,  the  quarry  was  at  length  discovered, 
stone-dead — a  buck  of  twelve  years,  the  old  chasseur 
declared,  counting  the  rings  upon  the  horns,  and  a 
glory  for  ever  to  the  fortunate  sportsman  who  had 
secured  him. 

There  were  rejoicings  in  the  camp  that  night,  and 
by  no  one  was  Arthur  more  warmly  congratulated 
than  by  his  cousin,  who  refused  to  admit  that  the 
occasion  was  one  which  called  for  extravagant  ex- 
pressions of  gratitude. 

'  I  didn't  want  to  go  home  without  a  bouquetin's 
head,  and  I  shouldn't  have  forgiven  you  if  you  had 
let  that  fellow  escape,'  said  he  ;  '  but  as  for  shooting 
him  myself — well,  if  you  knew^  what  a  collection  of 
heads  and  skins  Ward  is  keeping  for  me  until  I  can 
find  some  place  to  put  them  in,  you  would  understand 
that  I  am  not  ver}^  eager  to  add  to  their  number. 
Besides,  we  shall  get  another  chance,  I  dare  say.     At 
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least,'  he  added,  ^Yith  a  sigh,  '  I  hope  so  ;  but  therS  is 
no  telHng,  because  Pierre  will  be  back  from  Gavarnie 
with  the  letters  early  to-morrow.  I  had  to  send  him. 
Perhaps  yon  don't  realize  that  it  is  nearly  three 
weeks  since  we  left  home.' 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 


LETTERS     FROM     HOME. 


'If  Pierre  isn't  here  by  eleven  o'clock,'  said  Mr. 
Hamersley  the  next  day,  '  we'll  give  ourselves  one 
more  holiday,  and  let  our  correspondence  wait  until 
the  evening.  We  may  pot  another  izard  or  two,  even 
if  we're  too  late  to  get  near  the  bouquetins.' 

But,  of  course,  Pierre  hove  in  sight  before  the 
appointed  hour.  Does  not  the  post  always  come  in 
punctually,  and  do  not  trains  invariably  keep  good 
time,  when  a  little  departure  from  regularity  would  be 
welcome  ?  Through  the  field-glasses  he  could  be 
seen  trotting  down  the  grassy  slopes  of  the  mountain 
barrier  which  separated  two  civilized  beings  from  the 
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rest  of  civilization,  and  as  soon  as  it  dawned  upon  him 
that  he  was  visible  from  the  camp,  he  ^Yaved  his  hat 
and  redoubled  his  pace  with  mistaken  zeal.  How  was 
he  to  know  that  for  one  letter  which  brings  good  news 
to  civilized  men,  there  are  sure  to  be  a  dozen  the  con- 
tents of  which  tend  to  shorten  and  embitter  life? 
How  was  he  to  guess  that  he  had  done  no  sort  of 
service  to  his  employers  by  starting  from  Gavarnie 
long  before  dawn  and  putting  his  best  leg  fore- 
most? 

Presently  he  arrived,  pantmg  and  perspiring,  and 
cast  his  burden  at  their  feet — an  enormous  collection 
of  newspapers  and  letters,  addressed  to  Mr.  Hamersley, 
and  only  two  for  Arthur,  who  picked  them  up  in- 
differently enough,  and  strolled  away  for  a  short 
distance  to  peruse  them. 

His  father's  missive  was  not  particularly  interest- 
ing. He  learnt  from  it  that  Mr.  Foley  had  been 
seeing  very  little  of  his  neighbours,  and  was  suffering 
from  loneliness  as  well  as  anxiety.     He  was  informed 


i6o.  SAIN2  ANN'S 

that  Miss  Meynell,  who  had  decHned  an  invitation  to 
stay  at  Braunton  Towers,  had  looked  very  pale  and  ill 
in  church  on  the  previous  Sunday.  Finally,  he  was 
implored  to  bear  in  mind  the  precautionary  measures 
which  had  been  urged  upon  him  before  his  departure, 
and  to  come  home  as  soon  as  he  could.  But  the 
second  letter,  which  was  of  a  more  recent  date,  which 
was  written  in  a  large,  straggling  hand,  and  worded 
in  telegraphic  style,  made  up  what  the  first  had 
lacked  in  exciting  suggestiveness. 

'  Well,'  it  began,  without  preface,  '  how  are  our 
spirits,  and  how  is  our  temper  ?  Sport  pretty  good  ? 
Temptation  to  commit  suicide  a  little  less  strong? 
Write  categorical  replies,  or,  better  still,  come  and 
deliver  them  in  person.  You  will  be  received  by  an 
idiot,  who  has  already  set  down  such  a  full  account  of 
her  idiocy  on  paper  that  she  hasn't  the  energy  to  do  it 
all  over  again.  Apply  for  details  to  the  commander- 
in-chief.     Only  don't  stand  too  near  him  while  you 
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are  questioning  him,  because  he  is  apt  to  bite  when 
irritated. — Yours, 

'  Lola. 

Now,  there  could  not  be  much  doubt  as  to  the  mean- 
ing of  that,  but  there  could  be,  and  was,  a  great  deal 
of  doubt  as  to  what  step  it  behoved  Lola's  corre- 
spondent to  take  m  the  presence  of  such  a  communica- 
tion. He  glanced  furtively  and  apprehensively  at  Mr. 
Hamersley,  who  had  finished  reading  several  sheets 
of  notepaper,  which  he  had  allowed  to  drop  from  his 
£ngers.  He  had  placed  his  foot  upon  them  to  prevent 
the  wind  from  blowing  them  away,  and,  with  his 
<elbows  on  his.  knees,  was  staring  fixedly  at  vacancy. 
After  a  mmute  or  two  he  rose,  gathered  up  the  sheets, 
which  he  stuffed  mto  his  pocket,  and,  leaving  the 
remainder  of  his  correspondence  unopened,  advanced 
towards  the  younger  man. 

'  You  have  heard  from  my  daughter  ?'  he  said,  in  a 
tone  of  cold  interrogation. 

AOL.    II.  26 
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*  Yes,'  answered  Arthur  hesitatingly,  '  I  have  had 
a — a  few  hnes  from  her.' 

'  To  tell  you,  I  suppose,  that  all  is  over  between  her 
and  Lord  Braunton  ?' 

'  No  ;  she  doesn't  mention  that.' 

*  Oh  ?  Well,  so  it  is,  or  so  she  wishes  me  to  believe.'' 
He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  said  :  *  We  shall 
have  to  talk  this  over.  What  do  you  say  to  stretch- 
ing our  legs  with  a  long  walk  ?  We  can  take  our 
rifles  if  you  like,  though  I  don't  suppose  we  shall  use 
them.' 

Involuntarily  Arthur  thought  of  his  father's  warn- 
ings. Under  all  the  circumstances,  might  it  not  be 
just  as  well  to  leave  the  rifles  behind  ?  But  he  was 
ashamed  of  the  absurd  suspicion  ;  and  rather  because 
he  was  ashamed  of  having  entertained  it  even  for  an 
instant  than  because  he  thought  that  there  was  any 
likelihood  of  his  obtaining  a  shot  that  day,  he  snatched 
up  his  weapon,  answering :  '  Oh,  let's  take  them  ;. 
there's  no  harm  in  being  prepared.' 
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Mr.  Hamersley  nodded  assent,  took  his  own  rifle, 
and  telling  the  men  that  they  would  not  be  wanted, 
began'  to  mount  the  steep,  shaly  acclivity  on  the 
southern  side  of  the  valley  with  that  long,  easy  stride 
of  his  which  looked  so  deliberate,  but  which  xlrthur 
knew  by  woeful  experience  was  a  hard  pace  to  keep  up 
with.  The  nature  of  the  ground  obliged  them  to  walk 
in  single  file,  and  it  was  never  their  custom  to  ex- 
change unnecessary  observations  while  on  the  march, 
so  that  the  unbroken  silence  in  which  they  proceeded 
to  scale  the  heights  for  an  hour  or  more  was  nothing 
out  of  the  ordmary.  Still,  Arthur  hoped  that  his 
cousin  did  not  mean  to  keep  him  in  suspense  much 
longer.  He  was  reluctant  to  speak  the  first  word ; 
but  since  it  was  obvious  that  uncomfortable  thmgs 
would  have  to  be  said  and  uncomfortable  confessions 
made  by-and-by,  he  saw  no  particular  reason  for 
postponing  the  evil  moment. 

Ml'.  Hamersley  supplied  him  with  one  when  they 
had  reached  a  ledge   of   sun- warmed  rock,  just  be- 
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neath  the  snow-line,  where  there  was  room  enough 
for  them  to  sit  down  side  by  side.  He  seated  him- 
self, motioned  to  the  yomig  man  to  do  likewise,  and 
said  : 

'  I  never  like  to  speak  to  anyone  in  hot  blood,  if  I 
can  help  it,  and  I  have  cooled  dowai  now.  As  you 
may  imagine,  I  didn't  feel  very  cool  for  some  time 
after  I  had  finished  my  daughter's  letter.' 

'  I  don't  know  what  she  may  have  told  you.' 

'  No.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  she  may  have  told 
you.  Perhaps  we  had  better  make  an  exchange  of 
documents.  Yes,  if  you  have  no  objection,  I  think 
that  will  be  the  shortest  way.' 

Arthur  did  not  consider  that  he  would  be  guilty  of 
any  breach  of  confidence  by  accepting  this  offer. 
Accordingly  he  handed  over  to  Mr.  Hamersley  the 
short  missive  which  has  already  been  quoted,  re- 
ceiving in  return  a  bulky  epistle  which  he  proceeded 
to  read  slowly  and  with  mixed  feelings.  It  was  a 
queer  composition — dashed  off,  evidently,  with  a  lazy, 
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contemptuous  indifference  to  spelling  and  punctuation 
characteristic  of  the  writer,  and  so  interlarded  with 
French  words   and  phrases  that  it  could  hardly  be 
said  to  be  an  English  composition  at  all.     It  was, 
however,  perfectly  intelligible — only   too  intelligible. 
Lola,  after  all,  was  not  going  to  be  Lady  Braunton ; 
she  was  going  to  be  Mrs.  Arthur  Foley.     The  choice, 
she  admitted,  was  a   somewhat  ridiculous   one,  and 
scarcely   worthy   of    an    enlightened    young   woman 
whose  period  of  earthly  existence  had  been  allotted 
to  her  towards  the  close  of  the  nineteenth  century ; 
still,  she  had  made  it,  and  her  father  would  do  well  to 
resign  himself  to  it.     If  he  was  angry  and  disgusted, 
iant  ins  !     At  his  time  of  life  he  ought  to  know  better 
than  to  get  excited  about  affairs  which  were  really 
no  special  concern  of  his.     The  long  and  the  short  of 
it  was  that  she  found  herself  quite  unable  to  espouse 
Lord  Braunton,  who  was  too  pedantic  and  matter-of- 
fact  to  be  endured  even  in  the  humble  capacity  of  a 
husband.     It  appeared,  to  be  sure,  from  the  evidently 
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veracious  account  which  she  went  on  to  give  of  her 
rupture  with  that  despised  nobleman,  that  it  had  been 
rather  he  than  she  who  had  cried  off;  but  she  seemed 
to  look  upon  that  as  a  very  unimportant  detail.  Of 
course  she  could  have  married  him  if  she  had  wanted 
to  marry  him,  and  there  was  no  reason  why  she 
should  not  tell  the  truth  about  it. 

*  You  will  remember  that  he  behaved  en  vrai  grand 
seigneur  that  afternoon  when  he  caught  us  in  full 
wrangle,  and  overheard  some  disagreeable  home- 
truths.  I  was  impressed,  I  was  touched ;  if  he  had 
only  gone  on  as  he  began,  I  should  have  accepted 
him,  parole  d'honneiir  !  But  would  you  believe  that 
he  had  the  clumsiness  to  undo  his  own  work  by 
recurring  to  the  subject  ?  He  was  so  kind  as  to 
assure  me  that  he  had  no  complaint  to  make ;  only, 
after  what  had  reached  his  ears  entirely  against  his 
will,  he  was  forced  to  the  conclusion  that  I  did  not 
love  him.  Naturally,  I  made  haste  to  reply  that  one 
doesn't,  as  a   rule,  fall  madly  in  love  with  a  man 
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whose  one  distinguishing  featui'e  is  a  pair  of  gleaming 
spectacles.  He  acknowledged  that  he  was  not  pre- 
cisely an  Adonis,  but  wanted  to  know  whether,  if  I 
became  his  wife,  I  would  try  to  love  him.  I  said  that 
would  depend  a  good  deal  upon  himself,  but  that  my 
dawning  affection  would  probably  be  quenched  if  he 
pestered  me  with  foolish  questions.  Instead  of  taking 
the  hint,  he  went  on  questioning  me,  and  finally 
screwed  up  his  courage  to  the  point  of  asking  a  hrule- 
pourpoint  whether  I  loved  anybody  else.  Pour  le 
coup  c'etait  trop  fort !  I  lost  patience;  I  answered 
him  with  the  charming  candour  that  you  know  of, 
and — he  promptly  withdrew  all  his  pretensions. 
Upon  the  whole,  I  do  not  repent.  I  have  no  illusions. 
I  am  well  aware  that  two  or  three  years  hence  I  shall 
be  wondering  how  I  could  ever  have  been  imbecile 
enough  to  throw  away  a  magnificent  fortune  for  the 
sake  of  a  yoimg  man  who  will  have  ceased  to  adore 
me  by  that  time,  and  who  is  doomed,  like  the  rest  of 
the  world,  to  grow  old  and  ugly ;  yet  one  has  but  one 
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life,  and  even  two  short  years  of  happiness  are  worth 
the  sacrifice  of  all  the  other  dull  and  colourless  ones. 
You  may  read  that  sentence  to  Arthur ;  it  will  both 
depress  and  elate  him.' 

She  ought  not  to  have  been  so  certain  that  it  would 
produce  that  effect.  To  tell  the  honest  truth,  Arthur 
was,  just  for  an  instant,  elated  by  an  avowal  of  w^hich 
he  could  not  doubt  the  sincerity ;  but  his  depression 
was  more  heartfelt  and  lasting.  What  was  he  to 
do? 

Obviously  he 'must  stick  to  his  colours.  He  could 
not  now  say  either  to  Lofa  or  to  her  father  that  he  had 
acted  insanely,  and  that,  although  Ehoda  Meynell  was 
not  for  him,  he^  could  never  give  to  another  woman 
what  she  had  professed  to  restore  to  him,  but  what  he 
no  longer  possessed.  No ;  the  pleasing  prospect 
sketched  out  for  him  by  his  future  bride  was  what  he 
must  accept,  and  what,  like  her  father,  he  would  do 
well  to  accept  with  resignation.  So  there  was  only 
one  reply  for  him  to  make  when   Mr.  Hamersley's 
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cool,  well-modulated  voice  inquii'ed  whether  he  looked 
upon  that  letter  as  conclusive. 

'As  regards  me,  it  is,  of  course,  conclusive,'  he 
answered.  '  If  you  are  annoyed  or  disappointed,  I 
am  sorry  for  it ;  but  I  can't  draw  back  on  that 
account.' 

*  In  other  words,  you  propose  to  marry  my  daughter 
with  or  without  my  consent  ?' 

'  I  hope  you  will  give  your  consent,'  x\rthur  said. 

'  I  wouldn't  hope  for  that,  if  I  were  you.  In  the 
first  place,  Lola,  as  you  may  see  for  yourself  by  her 
letter,  would  lead  you  a  dog's  life ;  in  the  second 
place,  my  consent  is  not  to  be  obtained  upon  any 
terms.  I  will  be  open  with  you,  Arthur ;  I  will  tell 
you  exactly  what  I  told  her  before  leavmg  England. 
Personally,  I  like  you  very  well,  and  I  have  liked  you 
better  since  I  have  seen  more  of  you ;  but  no  earthly 
consideration  would  induce  me  to  let  my  daughter 
marry  your  father's  son.  I  needn't  go  into  par- 
ticulars, or  'rake  up  an  old  story  of  which,  I  suppose^ 
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you  have  heard.  I  don't  know  that  I  am  more 
vindictive  than  another;  but  this  I  know  —  your 
father  shall  not  tread  me  under  foot  a  second  time. 
At  the  present  moment  he  is  desperately  frightened 
of  me.  He  has  been  more  or  less  frightened  of  me 
all  his  life  long,  and  I  dare  say  that  has  been  almost 
punishment  enough.  But  if  he  thinks  that  he  will 
end  his  days  in  peace  and  security  by  means  of  this 
clever  scheme,  he  is  very  much  mistaken  in  his  man.' 

'  But  he  doesn't  think  so,'  Arthur  declared.  '  It  is 
you  who  are  mistaken  in  imagining  that  he  does.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  he  doesn't  wish  for  the  match  at 
all.' 

'  No  doubt  he  would  tell  you  that  he  didn't ;  but 
that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  The  point  to  which 
I  want  to  call  your  attention  is,  that  I  don't  wish  for 
the  match,  and  that  I  won't  have  it.  I  have  very 
seldom  in  my  life  failed  to  carry  my  point,  and  I 
should  be  glad  to  carry  this  one,  if  possible,  without 
having  recourse  to  strong  measures.' 
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'  But  what  is  the  use  of  saving  that  to  me  ?'  Arthur 
expostulated.  '  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  strong 
measures ;  but  I  suppose  they  will  have  to  be  used 
against  your  daughter,  if  they  are  to  be  used  at  all. 
I  am  not  disputing  your  authority  over  her ;  only  I 
should  have  thought  you  would  have  been  the  first  to 
admit  that  I  can't  run  away  and  leave  her  in  the 
lurch,  miless  she  chooses  to  set  me  free.' 

'  To  set  you  free !  That  is  a  queer  sort  of  phrase 
for  a  lover  to  use.  Well,  never  mind.  I  dare  say  I 
can  guess  what  the  true  position  of  affairs  is ;  though 
you  may  not  be  able  to  guess,  and  I  don't  care  to 
state,  why  I  prefer  dealing  directly  with  you  to 
exercising  my  authority  over  Lola.  I  tell  you  that 
I  forbid  the  banns,  and  that,  if  you  please,  must  be 
final.' 

Arthur  shrugged  his  shoulders  slightly. 

'  Oh,  but  I  can't  take  that  as  final,  you  know,'  he 
said. 

'  You  had  better.' 
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Arthur  could  only  shrug  his  shoulders  again,  and 
a  few  minutes  of  silence  followed.  Then  Mr.  Hamers^ 
ley  resumed,  in  the  same  calm,  measured  tone  that 
he  had  maintained  all  along : 

'  Just  consider  how  you  are  situated.  At  the 
present  moment  your  life  is  practically  at  the  mercy 
of  a  man  who  has  every  reason  for  desiring  to  take 
it,  who  has  no  sentimental  or  religious  scruples  about 
what  is  called  murder,  who  is  at  least  a  match  for 
you  in  muscular  strength,  and  who  is  a  good  deal 
more  than  a  match  for  you  in  knowledge  of  how  to 
use  it.  I  will  venture  to  say  that  you  couldn't  throw 
me  down  that  precipice  if  you  were  to  wrestle  with 
me  for  an  hour,  whereas  I  know  that  I  could  ti^D  you 
over  the  edge,  head  first,  after  a  struggle  which  would 
last  no  longer  than  I  chose.  Moreover,  I  could  do 
that  without  the  slightest  risk  of  unpleasant  conse- 
quences to  myself,  because  there  would  be  no  witness 
of  your  death,  and  I  should  give  my  own  account  of 
the  way  in  which  you  had  met  with  it.' 
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Arthur  was  a  little  startled,  but  not  at  all 
frightened. 

'You  probably  don't  mean  what  vou  say,'  he 
answered  (although,  truth  to  tell,  he  had  mvolun- 
tarily  stiffened  his  muscles,  and  was  ready  to  resist 
a  sudden  assault) ;  '  but  I  may  warn  you  that,  if  you 
were  to  succeed  m  killmg  me,  the  consequences  to 
yourself  might  be  more  unpleasant  than  you  think 
for.  My  father  was  persuaded  that  you  had  planned 
this  expedition  for  the  express  purpose  of  making  an 
attempt  upon  my  life  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  it 
that,  if  he  couldn't  get  together  sufficient  evidence 
to  hang  you,  he  would  establish  a  strong  enough 
case  to  put  an  end  to  you  from  a  social  point  of 
view.' 

'  He  would  be  very  welcome  to  try.  Xow,  listen 
to  me,  my  dear  fellow.  I  not  only  don't  want  to  kill 
you,  but  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  do  you  an  injury 
of  any  sort  or  kind.  All  the  same,  I  have  a  choice 
of  evils  before  me,  and  I  should  prefer  sending  you 
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out  of  this  world  to  allowing  you  to  remain  in  it  with 
the  prospect  of  eventually  having  to  accept  you  as 
my  son-in-law.  I  ask  nothing  more  of  you  than  that 
you  will  give  me  your  word  of  honour  to  withdraw. 
That  you  can  easily  do,  upon  the  ground  that  you  do 
not  feel  justified  in  defying  me ;  and  it  is  pretty  clear 
that  being  "  set  free,"  as  you  call  it,  will  not  break 
your  heart.  To  render  your  freedom  more  complete 
and  unembarrassed,  I  will  undertake,  on  my  side,  t6 
remove  my  daughter  from  Bridstow  immediately  and 
permanently.     Is  it  a  bargain  ?' 

It  was  a  bargain  which  might  not,  under  other 
circumstances,  have  been  wholly  devoid  of  allure- 
ments ;  but  under  no  circumstances,  perhaps,  could 
Arthur  have  closed  with  it,  and  certainly  he  could 
not  do  so  in  the  face  of  a  threat. 

'  I  have  told  you  already,'  he  replied,  '  that  I  can 
only  withdraw  with  Lola's  consent.  As  for  your 
trying  to  bully  me  into  submission  by  a  proposal 
to   murder    me    in    cold   blood,    I   must   say   that   I 
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think  that  is  rather  melodramatic  and  sill}'.  I  don't 
for  one  moment  believe  that  you  were  speaking 
seriously.' 

Mr.  Hamersley  rose  slowly  and  sighed. 

'  It  is  a  curious  thing,'  he  remarked,  'that  one  has 
only  to  state  the  truth  in  plain  terms  m  order  to 
make  certain  of  being  disbelieved.  I  have  often  had 
occasion  to  notice  that  before  now.'  He  added, 
drawing  a  stejD  nearer  to  the  younger  man :  '  Just 
get  up  for  one  moment,  will  you  ?  I  will  soon  show 
you  that  I  don't  boast  of  what  I  can't  perform.' 

Arthur  obeyed,  still  incredulous,  3'et  realizing  that 
it  behoved  him  to  be  upon  his  guard.  Instinctively, 
and  not  very  wisely,  he  picked  up  his  rifle,  thus 
leaving  himself  with  only 'one  arm  free,  and  a  couple 
of  seconds  later  he  found  that  he  was  to  all  intents 
and  purposes  helpless  in  the  grip  of  an  accomplished 
vtrestler. 

The  shelf  of  rock  upon  which  the  struggle 
took  place  was  so  nai*row,   and  his  power  of  resist- 
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ance  so  slight,  that  the  result  was  a  foregone  con- 
clusion. 

Arthur  did  not  know  whether  his  cousin  meant 
to  kill  him  or  merely  to  frighten  him ;  but  he 
knew  that  he  was  being  driven  closer  and  closer 
to  the  brink ;  he  felt  that  his  feet  were  being  forced 
from  under  him,  and  all  of  a  sudden  the  cold  terror 
■of  death  clutched  at  his  heart.  With  a  supreme, 
<iesperate  effort  he  threw  himself  backwards ;  Eobert 
Hamersley  staggered ;  then  there  was  a  blinding 
flash,  a  deafening  report,  and  both  men  fell  to  the 
ground. 

One  of  them  rose,  while  the  smoke  cleared  away ; 
the  other  remained  lying  on  his  back  as  he  had 
iallen,  with  arms  outspread  and  staring  eyeballs. 
By  what  means  Arthur's  rifle  had  discharged  itself, 
•and  whether  he  could  with  any  justice  be  held  re- 
sponsible for  the  unhappy  fact  that  a  bullet  had 
penetrated  Eobert  Hamersley' s  right  breast,  were 
questions   which    might    become    important    m    the 
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future,  but  which  were  of  little  consequence  in  com- 
parison with  that  which  the  horrified  survivor  hardly 
dared  to  put  to  himself.  He  dropped  upon  his  knees, 
tore  open  the  prostrate  man's  clothes  with  trembling 
fingers,  felt  for  his  heart,  bent  his  ear  to  the  parted 
lips,  and  then  ejaculated  in  an  awe-struck  whisper : 
'  Good  God !  I  have  kHled  him  !' 


VOL.  II.  27 


CHAPTEK  XXII. 


FATHER   AND    DAUGHTER. 


Just  a  week  after  the  occurrence  of  the  catastrophe 
described  in  the  last  chapter,  Lola  Hamersley  reached 
Gavarnie,  in  response  to  a  telegram  from  Arthur, 
which  had  told  her  no  more  than  that  her  father  had 
been  accidentally  shot  through  the  body,  but  that  his 
life,  it  was  hoped,  was  not  in  immediate  danger. 
Having  travelled  from  England  day  and  night,  she 
was  rather  tired ;  but  she  had  slept  a  good  deal  on 
the  journey,  and  looked  far  fresher  and  less  anxious 
than  the  haggard  young  man  who  came  out  of  the 
inn  to  meet  her.  She  was  shocked  at  the  change  in 
sih  appearance ;  perhaps  he,  too,  was  a  little  shocked 
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at  the  absence  of  change  in  hers.  Certamly  he  was 
so  by  the  first  words  that  she  spoke,  after  she  had 
heen  informed  (without  having  asked  for  information) 
i^hat  Mr.  Hamersley  was  no  worse. 

'  You  look  as  if  you  yourself  had  been  at  the  point 
of  death  !'  she  exclaimed.  '  One  doesn't  look  like  that 
because  one's  second  cousin  has  had  a  bad  accident. 
■Of  course  it  was  you  who  shot  him — I  suspected  that 
from  the  first.  Not  m  a  duel,  surely !  In  self- 
defence,  then  ?  And  yet  I  warned  you  that  it  might 
be  dangerous  to  stand  too  close  to  him  after  he  had 
read  my  letter.  I  am  certain  it  was  just  after  he 
had  read  my  letter  that  this  happened.  Wasn't  it, 
now  ?' 

'  It  was  a  pure  accident,'  Arthur  answered  evasively. 
■'  We  had  gone  out  for  a  walk  together  on  the  moun- 
tains, and  my  rifle  went  off — I  can't  tell  you  how  or 
why.  At  first  I  thought  that  he  was  dead,  and  we 
none  of  us  had  the  least  hope  of  being  able  to  carry 
him  here  alive ;  but  somehow  or  other  we  did  manage 
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it.  Luckily,  our  chief  guide  was  an  old  soldier,  who 
knew  something  about  the  treatment  of  wounds. 
Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  telegraphed  to  you  sooner ; 
only  there  seemed  to  be  so  very  little  chance  of  your 
getting  here  in  time,  and  then  I  wanted,  if  I  could, 
to  be  able  to  tell  you  that  the  case  wasn't  desperate. 
So  I  decided  to  w^ait  until  the  doctors  had  seen  him. 
We  have  had  two  of  them  from  Pau,  and,  as  far  as 
I  can  make  out,  they  think  now  that  he  will  pull 
through,  although  he  can  never  have  the  use  of  his 
right  lung  again.  But  it  is  difficult  to  get  a  decisive, 
opinion  out  of  them ;  perhaps  they  don't  really  know. 
His  vitality  is  so  exceptional,  they  say,  that,  after 
having  survived  that  interminable  passage  across  the 
Breche  de  Eoland,  when  we  couldn't  help  shaking 
him  cruelly,  he  may  survive  anything.' 

Arthur  spoke  in  a  dull,  mechanical  voice,  shudder- 
ing slightly  at  the  recollection  of  what  seemed  to  him 
to  have  been  a  prolonged  and  hideous  nightmare — 
the    almost    insurmountable    difficulty,    which    had, 
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nevertheless,  been  surmounted,  of  carrying  a  heavy, 
inert  body  over  rocks  and  snow-slopes ;  the  pitiless 
heat  of  the  noonday  sun ;  the  insubordination  of  the 
porters,  who  had  more  than  once  threatened  to  lay 
down  their  burden ;  the  groans,  and  every  now  and 
then  the  Wolent  struggles,  of  the  delirious  sufferer ; 
his  own  profound  discouragement  and  helpless  re- 
morse. He  had,  it  was  true,  done  all  that  could 
have  been  done.  Robert  Hamersley,  immediately 
after  regaining  consciousness,  had  hastened  to  ex- 
onerate him  from  all  blame.  The  doctors  and  the 
two  nurses  who  had  been  sent  for  were,  or  affected 
to  be,  sanguine.  Yet,  now  that  he  was  free  to  lie 
down  and  rest,  the  overpowering  craving  for  sleep 
against  which  he  had  had  to  fight  for  forty-eight 
hours  seemed  to  have  left  him ;  his  nervous  system 
was  completely  upset,  and  it  was  only  with  an  effort 
that  he  could  return  mtelligible  replies  to  Lola's 
questions. 

Those  questions,  with  which  she  continued  to  ply 
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him  after  they  had  entered  the  mn  and  had  seated 
themselves  in  the  bare  Httle  salle-a-manger,  struck 
him  as  altogether  extraordinary  and  inappropriate. 
What  could  it  matter  now  whether  he  had  been 
astonished  or  delighted  or  incredulous  or  anythmg 
else  on  receiving  her  letter?  Why  should  she  care 
to  know  what  Mr.  Hamersley  had  said  or  done  after 
hearing  that  she  had  broken  definitively  with  '  the  im- 
possible Braunton  '  ?  Why  must  she  needs  persist  in 
inquiring  what  Mr.  Foley  and  the  Meynells  thought 
of  it  all,  when  he  had  assured  her  again  and  again 
that  he  had  had  no  news  from  Bridstow  for  more  than 
a  week  ?  Surely  she  could  not  realize  that  her  father 
had  been,  and  perhaps  still  was,  in  the  very  Jaws  of 
death ! 

*  Would  you  not  like  to  see  your  father  ?'  he  asked 
at  length.  *  You  will  find  him  as  w^eak  as  a  baby  and 
hardly  able  to  speak;  but  he  knows  that  you  have 
been  sent  for.' 

*  Oh,  it  will  be  nothing,'  she  answered  coolly  ;  '  il  en 
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a  vu  hicn  d'autres  !  TTe  must  move  him  to  some  less 
primitive  place  than  this  as  soon  as  we  can.  Mean- 
while, you  seem  to  me  to  be  almost  as  much  m  need 
of  the  doctor  as  he  is.  By  the  way,  do  you  think 
there  is  a  woman  anywhere  about  the  premises  who 
could  unpack  my  things  for  me  ?  You  might  try  to 
find  one  while  I  visit  the  invalid,  and  please  tell  her 
that  I  shall  want  a  warm  bath  presently.' 

Arthur  departed  on  his  errand  with  a  vague  im- 
pression that  this  sm*prising  display  of  selfishness  and 
indifference  was  assumed  for  the  purpose  of  putting 
fresh  spirit  into  him.  It  was  not  assumed ;  Lola's 
chief  merit — if,  indeed,  that  be  a  merit — was  that  she 
almost  always  spoke  and  acted  exactly  as  she  felt. 
Yet  she  looked  grave  and  a  little  awestruck  when 
they  met  again,  two  hours  later,  and  sat  down  to  dme 
together. 

*  He  is  very  ill,'  she  said  ;  '  I  did  not  think  it  would 
be  so  bad.  But  he  says  he  is  not  going  to  die,  and 
the  nurses  declare  that  that  is  a  good  sign.'     She 
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added  presently  :  '  He  has  been  telling  me  how  it  all 
happened.  What  a  scene — and  how  strong  you  must 
be  !  Do  you  remember  my  saying  to  you  once  that  I 
adored  strength  ?' 

'  I  hope  you  haven't  been  letting  him  talk  too 
much,'  said  Arthur,  disregarding  an  allusion  which 
jarred  upon  him  painfully. 

She  jerked  up  her  shoulders  and  made  a  grimace. 

'What  would  you  have?  He  was  determined  to 
talk,  and  you  know  whether  he  is  obstinate  or  not ! 
It  is  not  by  shooting  him  through  the  lung  that  you 
will  conquer  his  obstinacy,  and  I  may  tell  you,  if  you 
don't  know  it  already,  that  he  is  still  as  obstinate  as 
ever  about  you  and  me.  Never  while  he  lives  will  he 
let  us  have  our  own  way;  I  believe  it  is  even  to 
prevent  us  from  having  our  own  way  that  he  is  bent 
upon  living.  I  could  not  help  admiring  him  ;  after 
all,  it  isn't  every  day  that  one  meets  with  so  stubborn 
a  man  as  that.' 

*I  think,'  said  Arthur  quickly,  *  we  ought  not  to 
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appear  to  resist  him  just  at  present.  It  would  be 
cruel — and  dangerous  too.  He  might  fret  himself 
into  a  fever  again,  lying  on  his  back  there  and  know- 
ing that  we  were  together.  If  it  is  necessary  to  tell 
him  lies,  let  us  tell  lies  and  hope  for  absolution  later 
on.  The  one  important  thing  is  that  he  should  get 
well.' 

Lola  placed  her  elbows  upon  the  table,  rested  her 
chin  upon  her  folded  hands,  and  surveyed  her  oppo- 
site neighbour  with  a  calm  and  faintly  contemptuous 
smile. 

'  I  don't  think  I  admire  you  quite  as  much  as  I  do 
him,'  she  remarked.  '  ^Vhy  this  excessive  solici- 
tude for  the  recovery  of  a  man  who  tried  to  murder 
you  ?' 

'  But  he  didn't !  He  has  assured  me  that  he  had 
no  intention  of  the  sort,  and  I  quite  believe  him.  He 
only  wanted  to  show  me  that  he  could  kill  me  if  he 
chose.' 

'  And  what  do  you  suppose  that  he  wanted  to  show 
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you  that  for?  Eiifin  !  —  since  there  has  been  no 
tragedy,  we  will  play  any  comedy  you  like.  Only 
I  must  warn  you  that  I  am  a  poor  actress,  and  if 
he  is  to  be  deceived,  the  less  he  sees  of  me  the 
better.' 

And,  indeed,  it  was  little  enough  that  the  sick  man 
saw  of  his  daughter  during  the  week  that  followed. 
He  had  a  bad  night  after  his  first  interview  with  her, 
and  the  doctor  who  was  in  attendance  peremptorily 
forbade  any  immediate  repetition  of  it.  Mademoiselle, 
this  urbane  little  Frenchman  said,  must  pardon  him. 
He  could  well  understand  and  sympathize  with  her 
anxiety  to  be  of  use  ;  but  the  truth  w^as  that  she  could 
do  her  father  no  greater  service,  for  the  moment,  than 
to  keep  out  of  his  sight.  It  was  essential  that  the 
patient  should  have  absolute  repose. 

Mademoiselle  obeyed  orders  with  admirable  docility. 
She  was  not  in  the  least  anxious  to  be  of  use  ;  she 
was  not  in  the  least  anxious  about  her  father,  who, 
£he  felt  confident,  would  live  to  fight  another  day ; 
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and  the  atmosphere  of  the  sick-room  was  distasteful 
to  her.  The  weather  being  fine  and  hot,  notwith- 
standing the  advanced  season,  she  would  have  been 
very  well  satisfied  to  sit  out  of  doors  and  gaze  lazily 
at  the  snowy  summits  of  the  Cirque  de  Gavarnie,  if 
oniy  Arthur  had  been  at  hand  to  amuse  her  ;  but 
Arthur  also  was  for  the  present  invisible,  havmg  been 
forced  at  last  by  violent  headache  and  nervous  ex- 
haustion to  take  to  his  bed,  and  the  consequence  was 
that  Miss  Lola  began  to  sufi'er  from  a  serious  attack 
of  ennui.  Was  it  for  this  that  she  had  heroically 
spurned  the  substantial  and  durable  benefits  which 
must  necessarily  have  accrued  to  her  from  an  alliance 
with  a  wealthy  peer  of  the  realm  ?  Did  Arthur  Foley 
want  to  make  her  repent  of  her  romantic  impetuosity 
that  he  had  not  so  much  as  a  word  of  thanks  to 
bestow  upon  her,  and  shut  himself  up  in  his  bedroom 
for  three  days  together  without  even  sending  her  a 
message  of  apology?  She  ended  by  sending  a 
message  to  him,  since  he  would  send  none  to  her,  and 
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when  he  appeared,  in  answer  to  her  summons,  looking 
pale,  careworn  and  dejected,  she  did  not  hesitate  to 
tell  him  that  this  sort  of  thing  was  really  becoming 
intolerable. 

*I  am  very  sorry,'  he  said  penitently,  after  she  had 
expatiated  for  a  short  time  upon  her  grievances ;  '  it 
must  have  been  horribly  dull  for  you,  but  I  have  been 
too  seedy  to  be  fit  company  for  anybody.  However,  I 
a-m  all  right  again  now,  and  I  don't  think  you  will  be 
detained  here  much  longer.  In  fact,  the  doctor  says 
we  must  get  your  father  down  to  Argeles  somehow  or 
other.  There  will  be  a  certain  degree  of  risk  in 
moving  him  ;  but  the  risk  of  keeping  him  here,  when 
the  weather  may  break  from  one  moment  to  another, 
would  be  still  greater.  So  I  expect  we  shall  have  to 
make  a  start  in  a  day  or  two.' 

She  could  not  get  him  to  speak  to  her  otherwise 
than  in  this  somewhat  distantly  polite  tone.  It  was 
evident  to  her  that  her  power  over  him  was  no  longer 
what   it   had   been,   and   although,    after   some   per- 
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suasion,  he  did  reiterate  the  vows  which  were  her 
due,  he  seemed  to  thmk  that  nothing  was  of  imme- 
diate consequence,  save  the  physical  condition  of  the 
man  who  was  his  declared  enemy.  This  surprised 
and  provoked  her,  if  it  did  not  shake  her  boundless 
faith  m  herself.  For  the  time  being  it  had  even  -a 
salutary  effect  upon  her  spirits,  since  it  forced  her  to 
make  certam  efforts,  lest  perchance  she  should  lose 
what  she  had  sacrificed  so  much  m  order  to  gain  ;  but 
she  inwardly  resolved  that  Arthur  should  pay  dearly 
for  his  ungallant  behaviour  at  a  later  date. 

Meanwhile,  he  walked  with  her,  talked  to  her, 
listened  to  her  accomits  of  the  final  discomfiture  of 
Lord  Braunton,  and  expressed  the  gratitude  for  which 
she  asked ;  but  his  whole  attention  was  taken  up  with 
making  preparations  for  the  transit  to  Argeles — 
which  transit  was  successfully  effected  three  days 
afterwards.  Then  another  long  week  passed,  during 
which  the  mvalid  showed  daily  symptoms  of  improve- 
ment, and  then  at  length  Lola,  who  had  not  been 
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permitted  to  see  him  since  the  evening  of  her  arrival 
from  England,  was  told  that  her  father  was  asking 
ior  her.  Arthur,  who  conveyed  Mr.  Hamersley's 
summons,  impressed  upon  her  that  the  interview 
ought  not  to  last  more  than  ten  minutes,  at  the 
outside,  and  implored  her  to  steer  clear  of  agitating 
topics. 

She  rose  from  the  camp-chair  in  the  little  garden 
adjoining  the  hotel,  where  she  had  been  reclining, 
half  asleep,  and  laughed. 

'As  if  I  could  prevent  him  from  introducing 
agitating  topics,'  she  said. 

'  Well,  but  you  can  prevent  him  from  agitating 
himself  about  them.  Let  him  say  what  he  likes— 
anything  that  he  likes.' 

'If  I  know  him  at  all,  he  will  do  that  without 
•asking  my  permission,'  answered  Lola,  and  so 
swept  mto  the  house,  leaving  her  suppliant  far  from 
reassured. 

Kobert  Hamersley  was  lying  in  a  darkened  room, 
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thinking   his  own  thoughts,   to  which   he   was    now 
about  to  give  expression  for  the  first  time  smce  the 
commencement  of  that  long  battle  for  life  which  he 
had  maintamed  with  characteristic  doggedness    and 
fortitude.     His  sufferings   had   at  times   been    atro- 
cious ;  but  never,  except  when  he  had  been  swept  out 
of  consciousness  by  delirium,  had  a  cry  of  pam  or  a 
murmur  escaped  him  :  he  had  husbanded  his  strength, 
well  knowmg  that  he  would  have  need  of  it  all,  and 
the   nurses    spoke    with   tears   m   their    eyes    of    his 
courage  and  patience.     He  had  need  of  these  too  ;  for 
the  doctor  had  told  him  plainl}^  that  complete  recovery 
was  out  of  the  question,  and  the  prospect  of  eking  out 
a  maimed,  precarious  existence  for  a  few  more  years 
was  not  so  attractive  a  one  to  a  man  of  his  active 
habits  that  he  would  have  been  eager  to  grasp  at  it 
for  its  own  sake.     It  was  for  Lola's  sake  and  for  the 
sake  of  Lola's  future  happiness  that  he  was  deter- 
mined to  live.     That  he  should  have  arrived  at  the 
certitude  that  her  happiness  could  only  be  secured  by 
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submission  to  his  will  may  possibly  have  been  due  to 
some  incipient  failure  of  brain-power,  to  some  con- 
fusion, the  result  of  lifelong  experience,  between  the 
ideas  of  personal  defeat  and  hopeless  disaster. 

She  advanced  to  his  bedside,  and,  bending  over 
him,  Idssed  him  on  his  forehead,  after  a  momentary 
hesitation  which  he  did  not  fail  to  notice.  But,  to  be 
sure,  he  had  never  encouraged  outward  demonstra- 
tions of  affection  on  her  part,  nor  was  it  surprising 
that  she  should  be  a  little  nauseated  by  the  close 
atmosphere  and  the  smell  of  drugs  and  disinfectants. 
Something  had,  of  course,  to  be  said  about  his  condi- 
tion and  his  progress  towards  convalescence,  and  then 
in  a  few  words  (for  it  was  indispensable  that  words 
should  be  economized)  he  told  her  why  he  had  sent 
for  her.  He  wished  her  to  dismiss  Arthur  Foley 
without  further  delay. 

'  Don't  be  rough  or  rude  with  him — there  is  no 
need  for  that — but  just  make  him  understand  that  the 
time  has  come  for  him  to  leave  us.     I  hear  that  3^ou 
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and  he  diiie  together  every  day,  and  if  he  were  to  stay 
any  longer  people  might  say  that  you  were  engaged  to 
be  married  to  him.' 

*  But  that  is  just  what  I  am,'  observed  Lola  calmly, 
'  so  people  would  be  right  for  once.' 

A  brief  but  warm  altercation  followed  this  declara- 
tion of  hostilities.  To  do  Lola  justice,  she  tried  to 
temporize  and  to  spare  her  father,  whose  emaciated 
aspect  and  laboured  utterances  had  startled  her,  if 
they  had  not  touched  her  heart ;  but  he  would  not  be 
diverted  from  his  point.  Unconditional  surrender 
was  what  he  msisted  upon,  and  since  she  did  not  in- 
tend to  surrender,  she  had  no  alternative  but  to  tell 
him  so.  It  must  have  been  a  bitter  pill  to  him  to 
be  driven,  as  he  eventually  was,  to  have  recourse  to 
entreaties. 

'  Lola,'  he  whispered,  '  have  you  no  love  or  pity  at 

,all  for  me?     Can't  you  sacrifice  one  of  your  whims — 

for  I  know  very  well  that  it  is  only  a  whim — to  please 

me?     Ask  for  anything  else  in  the  world  that  you 
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like  ;  but  don't  ask  me  to  consent  to  your  marriage 
with  that  man's  son  !' 

'  I  have  not  asked  for  your  consent,'  she  returned 
coldly  ;  '  at  a  pinch  I  could  dispense  with  it.  As  for 
pity,  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  suffering  ;  but  you  can't 
order  love  and  self-sacrifice  when  you  want  them,  as 
you  would  order  a  new  suit  of  clothes.  I  am  what  I 
am,  and  what  you  have  made  me.  Whim  for  whim, 
mine  has  as  good  a  right  to  be  gratified  as  yours.' 

He  murmured  something  unintelligible,  stretching 
out  his  thin  hands  to  her 'and  gazing  up  at  her  with 
beseeching  sunken  eyes  ;  but  she  was  not  moved. 

*  Allans  /'  she  resumed  ;  *  you  must  resign  yourself 
to  the  inevitable.  I  have  nothing  to  reproach  myself 
with;  I  have  been  a  good  daughter  to  you,  as 
daughters  go,  and  I  have  given  you  very  little 
trouble ;  but  I  prefer  pleasing  myself  to  pleasing 
you.     "What  else  could  you  expect  ?' 

The  white-capped  nurse  opened  the  door  softly  and 
looked  in.     Miss  Hamersley  perceiving  that  she  had 
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exceeded  her  time,  beckoned  to  the  attendant,  nodded 
to  her  father  and  reth'ed,  without  repeatmg  the  kiss 
which,  perhaps,  he  had  as  httle  right  to  expect  from 
her  as  love  or  self-sacrifice  or  submission. 

He  lay  passive  and  motionless,  while  the  nurse  felt 
his  pulse,  took  his  temperature,  shook  her  head,  and 
poured  out  a  glass  of  medicine  for  him.  For  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  had  been  beaten  in  the  open 
field  ;  he  had  no  more  illusions,  nor  any  more  hopes. 
Reverses  he  had  met  with  often  and  often,  and  had 
gloried  in  them  as  a  powerful  swimmer  glories  in 
battling  with  the  waves  that  threaten  to  overwhelm 
him ;  but  never  until  now  had  he  been  made  ac- 
quainted with  despair.  It  was  not  the  actual  pomt 
upon  which  he  had  been  defeated  that  deprived  him 
of  all  wish  to  live — in  the  long-run  he  might  possibly 
have  brought  himself  to  assent  to  the  triumph  of  the 
Foleys — but  what  he  could  not  endure  was  the 
thought  that  his  daughter,  the  only  human  being 
whom  he  loved,  neither  feared  nor  cared  for  him.     It 
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was  his  own  fault,  or  her  fault,  or  nobody's  fault — 
questions  of  blame  or  praise  signified  nothing,  now 
that  it  was  too  late  to  mould  events  or  to  *  pierce 
Fate's  impenetrable  ear.'  What  was  certain  was  that 
there  was  no  longer  any  use  or  place  for  Eobert 
Hamersley  in  this  world.  And  was  he  to  die  by 
inches,  looking  on  helplessly  while  his  will  was  set  at 
naught,  longing  in  his  weakness  for  an  occasional 
kind  word,  which  would  probably  be  flung  to  him 
when  it  did  not  chance  to  be  forgotten,  dependent 
upon  hirelings  to  relieve  the  constant  demands  of  his 
wrecked,  suffering  body  ?  Such  was  not  the  prospect 
likely  to  be  submitted  to  by  a  man  who  had  never 
lacked  courage,  and  who  neither  believed  in  nor 
desired  a  future  state  of  existence. 

He  lay  for  some  little  time  staring  at  a  streak  of 
sunlight  upon  the  white  wall,  and  watched  it  growing 
narrower  and  narrower  as  the  sun  sank.  Then  he 
made  a  sign  to  the  nurse,  and  begged  her  to  leave 
him.     He  wanted  nothing,  he  said ;  he  was  going  to 
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sleep,  and  she  was  to  be  sure  not  to  disturb  him  until 
she  had  had  her  evening  meal.  As  soon  as  he  was 
alone  he  hastily  tore  away  the  bandages  and  dressings 
from  his  wound,  and  probably  the  last  thing  of  which 
he  was  aware  was  a  feeling  of  surprise  at  his  inability 
to  repress  a  short,  sharp  cry.  In  the  fit  of  spasmodic 
coughing  which  filled  his  mouth  with  blood  he  lost 
consciousness,  and  so  took  leave  for  ever  of  a  world 
which,  it  may  be,  had  treated  him  no  worse  than  he 
had  deserved. 


CHAPTEK  XXIII. 


DAKK    DAYS. 


Mr.  Foley  had,  of  course,  been  apprised  of  the 
so-called  accident  which  had  befallen  his  enemy, 
and  had  likewise  been  briefly  informed  of  his  son's 
engagement  to  Lola  Hamersley.  Neither  item  of 
intelligence  had  fomid  him  wholly  unprepared,  though 
the  latter  had  been  very  much  more  unwelcome  to 
him  than  the  former.  That  an  encounter  of  some 
sort  would  be  forced  upon  his  son  in  those  mountain 
solitudes  he  had  felt  so  sure  that  it  had  been  a 
positive  relief  to  hear  of  Eobert  Hamersley' s  serious 
wound.  It  had  been  inflicted,  no  doubt,  in  self- 
defence,  and  since  a  fatal  termination  did  not  seem  to 
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be  apprehended,  neither  sympathy  nor  anxiety  was 
called  for  on  behalf  of  the  aggressor.  But  this 
sudden  and  unforeseen  matrimonial  engagement  was 
of  a  nature  to  arouse*  both  sentiments,  and  Mr.  Foley 
wrote  two  long  letters  to  Arthur,  adjuring  him  not  to 
let  quixotic  notions  of  honourable  behaviour  ruin  his 
whole  future  life. 

The  replies  which  he  received  were  short  and  far 
from  satisfactory.  Arthur  e^idently  thought  that  the 
time  for  argument  and  good  advice  had  gone  by; 
and  the  worst  of  it  was  that  Arthur  was  probably  in 
the  right.  For  Mrs.  Latimer  had  learnt,  upon  the 
best  authorit}^,  that  Lord  Braunton  was  once  more 
paying  his  addresses  to  Ehoda  Meynell,  while  Lady 
Braunton  stopped  her  carriage  in  Bridstow  one 
afternoon,  in  order  to  beckon  to  Mr.  Foley  and  tell 
him  how  rejoiced  she  had  been  to  hear  that  poetical 
justice  was  going  to  be  done  at  last  in  a  most  poetical 
and  romantic  way. 

'  Nothing,'  she  declared  radiantly,  '  could  be  more 
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like  the  last  chapter  of  a  three-volume  novel.  St. 
Ann's  goes  to  the  children  of  the  two  men  who 
couldn't  have  divided  the  place  between  them  ;  Mr. 
Hamersley  gets  well  in  time  to  make  a  suitable 
speech  at  the  wedding-breakfast,  and  complications 
which  looked  formidable  a  little  while  ago  are  com- 
fortably smoothed  away.  I  am  sure  you  know  that  I 
don't  say  it  to  put  you  out  of  conceit  with  your  future 
daughter-in-law,  but,  between  ourselves,  I  don't 
grudge  her  to  you.  Poor  dear  Braunton  was  never 
created  to  be  the  husband  of  a  wife  who  is — well,  not 
exactly  domestic  in  her  habits.' 

Perhaps,  thought  Mr.  Foley,  poor  dear  Arthur  had 
not  been  created  for  that  purpose  either ;  still,  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  smile  pleasantly  and  trust 
that  Providence  might  intervene  at  the  eleventh 
hour  to  mar  the  symmetry  of  Lady  Braunton's  pro- 
gramme. 

In  one  particular,  at  all  events,  it  must  fall  short  of 
fulfilment,  as  he  was  shocked  to  learn  by  the  follow- 
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ing  telegram  from  Arthur,  which  he  found  upon  his 
table  when  he  returned  home  : 

'  Robert  Hamersley  died  last  night.  Do  not  know 
what  step  to  take.  Please  come  here  immediately  if 
you  can.' 

Mr.  Foley  despatched  a  prompt  reply,  and,  stepping 
out  of  the  train  which  landed  him  at  Argeles  forty- 
eight  hours  later,  was  met  by  his  son,  the  sight  of 
whose  dull  eyes  and  hollow  cheeks  fairly  horrified 
him. 

*  My  dear  boy,'  he  exclaimed,  'you  look  like  a 
ghost !  You  mustn't  take  this  so  terribly  to  heart, 
though  I  don't  wonder  at  your  being  upset.  How  did 
it  happen  ?' 

Arthur  told  him  how  it  had  happened  while  they 
•walked  slowly  up  through  the  village  to  the  hotel,  a 
cynosure  for  the  eyes  of  the  loitering  peasants,  many 
of  whom  had  witnessed  the  funeral  procession  of  the 
ill-fated  English  sportsman  on  the  previous  day. 
It  had  been  impossible  to  delay  the  funeral,  Arthur 
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explained ;  the  landlord  and  the  local  authorities  had 
refused  to  hear  of  any  postponement.  Fortunately, 
the  English  chaplain  who  was  stationed  at  Argeles 
during  the  summer  months  had  not  yet  left,  and,  not 
less  fortunately,  he  had  omitted  to  make  inquiry  as  to 
the  dead  man's  religious  opinions. 

'  And  there  were  no — difficulties  as  to  the  cause  of 
death  ?'  asked  Mr.  Foley. 

'  Oh  no ;  the  doctor  took  all  responsibility.  He 
was  supposed  to  have  torn  his  wound  open  in  a 
sudden  access  of  delirium.  Perhaps  it  really  was  so  ; 
nobody  can  tell  for  certain.  He  was  still  alive  when 
they  went  into  his  room,  but  he  never  recovered 
consciousness.' 

'  And  Lola — how  is  she  bearing  it  ?' 

Arthur  did  not  answer  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said  rather  dryly : 

'  She  seems  to  me  to  be  bearing  it  very  well ;  but 
you  will  see  her  presently,  and  be  able  to  judge  for 
yourself.' 
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That  Lola  was  absolutely  devoid  of  sensibilities  and 
emotions  which  are  common  to  ninety-nine  out  of 
every  hundred  human  beings  is  not  very  probable  ; 
but  she  certainly  chose  to  behave  as  though  such 
were  her  exceptional  temperament,  and  if  neither 
Arthur  nor  Mr.  Foley  could  find  any  excuse  for  her, 
excuses  may,  nevertheless,  have  been  discoverable. 
In  his  misery  and  remorse  Arthur  charged  her  with 
having  killed  her  father  ;  then  he  had  accused  himself 
of  being  a  murderer,  which,  as  she  pointed  out  to 
him,  was  inconsistent,  adding  that,  m  any  case,  he 
ought  to  be  the  last  to  reproach  her,  since  it  was  for 
his  sake  that  she  had  spoken  and  acted  as  she 
had  done.  Then  unseemly  recriminations  had  been 
exchanged,  which  had  resulted  in  a  mutual  agree- 
ment that  the  topic  should  never  again  be  touched 
upon  between  them.  Possibly  the  cool,  unconcerned 
manner  which  shocked  Mr.  Foley  and  revolted 
Arthur  may  have  been  a  cloak  for  feelings  which 
Lola  did  not  care  to  exhibit  in  the  presence  of  those 
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who  would  hardly  have  understood  their  mixed 
nature.  But  it  cannot  be  said  that  she  had  loved 
her  father,  or  that  his  death  caused  her  any  deep 
sorrow. 

The  question  which  appeared  to  preoccupy  her 
chiefly,  and  which  she  lost  no  time  in  bringing  under 
Mr.  Foley's  notice,  was — what  was  to  be  done  next  ? 

It  was  a  somewhat  puzzling  question ;  for  the  girl 
could  not  be  left  quite  unprotected,  and  her  nearest 
relations  were  in  South  America.  Her  nearest  rela- 
tion in  Europe  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Foley,  who 
drew  down  the  corners  of  his  mouth  when  he  realized 
that  uncomfortable  fact,  and  the  responsibilities  cast 
upon  him  thereby.  The  one  thing  which  he  was 
quite  sure  that  he  did  not  want  to  do  was  the  one 
which  she  very  calmly  and  composedly  suggested. 

'  Oh  dear  no !  I  couldn't  think  of  it,'  was  his 
decisive  reply.  *My  first  duty  will  be  to  ascertain 
whether  your  poor  father  has  left  any  will,  and  what 
your   financial   position   is.     After   that,   I   suppose, 
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some  account  will  have  to  be  taken  of  his  wishes. 
In  any  case  considerations  of  common  decency  must 
entail  the  ^postponement  of  your  marriage  for  several 
months.  Upon  the  whole,  I  believe  the  best  plan 
will  be  for  us  all  to  go  to  Paris,  where  I  think  I  have 
heard  you  say  that  you  have  friends,  and  from  thence 
I  can  run  over  to  London,  see  the  lawyers,  and  make 
such  arrangements  as  may  be  necessary.  I  presume 
that  neither  you  nor  Arthur  would  wish  to  return  to 
Bridstow  for  the  present  ?' 

'  Paris  will  suit  me  a  great  deal  better  than  Brid- 
stow, thank  you,'  answered  Lola,  smilmg.  '  I  stiU  think 
you  would  have  saved  yourself  trouble  if  you  would 
consent  to  our  being  married  forthwith  ;  but  let  us  by 
all  means  respect  the  convenances  if  you  prefer  to  do 
so.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  altogether  conv enable 
for  me  to  reside  under  the  same  roof  with  my  Jiance ; 
btit  it  is  not  for  me  to  make  difficulties.  Va  pour 
Paris  r 

She  evidently  enjoyed  shocking  her  future  father- 
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in-law.  Probably  she  also  saw  through  him,  and 
was  aware  that  he  had  not  yet  abandoned  all  hope 
of  averting  an  alliance  which  was  not  to  his  taste. 
But  it  could  not  now  be  averted ;  Arthur  fully  under- 
stood that,  although  the  spells  of  the  enchantress 
had  lost  all  their  potency  for  him,  and  although  her 
callousness  and  selfishness  lay  bare  before  his  eyes. 
He  had  told  her  that  he  loved  her.  For  his  sake  she 
had  rejected  Lord  Braunton  and  defied  paternal 
authority.  She  was  homeless  and  friendless.  It  was 
no  longer  possible  for  a  man  who  wished  to  respect 
himself  as  much  as  he  could  to  leave  her  in  the  lurch. 
At  best,  the  measure  of  self-respect  to  which  he  could 
hope  to  attain  must  be  infinitesimal. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that,  when  the  days  were 
shortening  rapidly,  and  autumn  frosts  were  beginning 
to  give  a  forecast  of  winter,  this  ill-assorted  trio  took 
possession  of  an  apartment  in  the  Boulevard  Males- 
herbes,  which  Mr.  Foley  had  secured  on  moderate 
terms   from   a  family   of   Americans   who  had  been 
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ordered  South.  As  the  result  of  several  journeys  to 
London  on  Mr.  Foley's  part,  it  had  transpired  that, 
Robert  Hamersley  having  died  intestate,  the  extremely 
modest  fortune  which  he  had  left  would  go  by  law  to 
his  only  child.  It  had  likewise  been  urged  by  Arthur, 
and  reluctantly  admitted  by  his  father,  that  the  late 
Mr.  Hamersley's  objections  or  prejudices  could  have 
no  more  weight  than  his  only  child  might  be  pleased 
to  assign  to  them ;  and  it  had,  therefore,  been 
arranged  that  a  quiet  weddmg  ceremony  should  be 
solemnized  in  Paris  soon  after  Christmas.  What  was 
to  happen  after  that  was  neither  decided  nor  dis- 
cussed. 

Those  days  were  without  doubt  the  most  miserable 
that  Arthur  had  ever  known  ;  yet  it  was  no  aggrava- 
tion of  their  misery  that  they  were  spent  for  the  most 
part  in  solitude.  He  was  not  at  all  sorry  that  his 
father,  who  had  numerous  Parisian  acquaintances, 
and  who  may  have  shrunk  as  much  as  he  did  from 
any  occasion  for  talking  over  an  irremediable  situa- 
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tion,  was  out  almost  all  day  long,  arid  he  was  very 
glad  that  Lola  had  foregathered  with  a  former  school- 
fellow, a  certam  young  Vicomtesse  de  Chaulnes, 
who  monopolized  her  from  morning  to  night.  He 
showered  blessings  upon  the  head  of  that  lively  and 
friendly  little  Madame  de  Chaulnes ;  for  was  it  not 
she  who  had  relieved  him  of  a  task  well-nigh  too 
hard  for  hig  powers — that  of  playing  the  ardent 
lover's  part  ? 

Lola,  to  be  sure,  did  not  appear  to  resent  his 
gloomy  taciturnity  and  abstraction.  She  chose  to 
assume  that,  for  some  reason  or  other,  he  w^as  out  of 
temper,  and  would  shrug  her  shoulders,  saying  : 

'  When  you  are  tired  of  being  in  the  sulks,  let  me 
know.  I  am  amusing  myself  pretty  well  without 
you,  but  I  shall  be  charmed  to  amuse  myself  with 
you  as  soon  as  you  like.' 

It  was  in  the  month  of  December  that,  matters 
of  business  compelling  Mr.  Foley  to  cross  over  to 
England  and  absent  himself  for  a  week,  Madame  de 


DARK  DAYS  209 

Cliaulnes  came  forward,  like  a  true  goddess  out  of  a 
machine,  with  a  request  that  Lola  might  be  consigned 
to  her  carependmg  the  return  of  i\iQ  de  facto  guardian, 
who,  indeed,  had  been  debating  m  some  perplexity 
what  was  to  be  done  with  his  ward.  The  offer  was,  of 
course,  gratefully  accepted,  and  thus  Arthur  was  left 
with  only  his  melancholy  musings  to  keep  him 
company.  He  profited  by  the  opportunity  to  form  a 
few  sensible  resolutions.  It  was  high  time  for  him, 
he  felt,  to  respond  to  Lola's  graciousl}'  worded  invita- 
tion, and  to  come  out  of  the  sulks.  She  had  borne 
with  him  patiently  enough  so  far ;  but  he  could  not 
count  upon  any  contmuance  of  her  present  lenienc}^, 
nor,  smce  she  was  going  to  be  his  wife,  was  it  wise  to 
repel  her  as  he  had  been  domg  of  late.  The  outlook 
was  not  exhilarating  ;  but  he  would  scarcely  make  it 
more  so  by  gazmg  at  it  with  a  sour  countenance,  and, 
after  all,  one  ends  by  becoming  accustomed  to  every- 
thing. Only  he  hoped  and  trusted  she  would  not 
want  to  live  at  St.  Ann's.  Li  all  probability  she 
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would  not ;  in  all  probability  she  would  prefer  some 
foreign  city,  where  there  would  be  no  huntmg,  no 
shooting,  no  cricket — nothing  to  lend  a  poor  man  a 
hand  towards  resignation  and  oblivion. 

It  was  by  such  highly  skilful  and  efficacious  methods 
that  Arthur  was  striving  to  promote  a  flow  of  cheer- 
fulness in  his  breast  when  he  entered  the  deserted 
appartement  of  the  Boulevard  Malesherbes  one 
evening  between  five  and  six  o'clock.  To  his  surprise, 
and  not  altogether  to  his  satisfaction,  he  found  it 
less  deserted  than  it  had  been  when  he  had  left  it 
early  in  the  day  ;  for  bending  over  the  crackling 
wood-fire  by  which  alone  the  salon  was  lighted,  was 
the  graceful  female  figure  that  was  destined  to  be  for 
the  future  the  chief  ornament  of  his  own  domestic, 
hearth. 

'  Lola !'  he  exclaimed.  And  then,  thinking  that 
she  might  perhaps  have  mistaken  the  day  of  the 
month :  '  The  governor  doesn't  come  back  until 
to-morrow,  you  know.' 
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*  Don't  be  alarmed,'  she  answered,  'I  have  only 
come  to  pay  3^011  a  short  visit.  Marie  de  Chaulnes 
was  scandalized,  but  she  doesn't  know  how  I  hate 
wi'iting  letters,  and  really,  when  one  has  something 
to  say  that  can  be  said  in  half  a  dozen  words,  why 
should  one  weary  one's  self  to  death  for  an  hour  by 
putting  it  down  on  paper  ?' 

*  You  have  somethmg  to  say  to  me  ?' 

*  I  have.  And  you  will  be  so  delighted  to  hear  it 
that  I  won't  be  cruel  enough  to  keep  you  on  the  tip- 
toe of  expectation.  It  is  only  that  I  am  going  to  be 
married,  as  soon  as  the  requisite  formalities  have 
been  gone  through,  to  a  certain  Mr.  Webster,  of  whom 
I  have  seen  a  good  deal  at  the  De  Chaulnes'  lately. 
He  is  an  American  millionaire,  not  very  young  and 
not  very  old,  rather  Frenchified,  and,  as  Marie 
says,  tr^es  lien.  Upon  the  whole,  I  think  he  will 
suit  me,  and  he  thinks  that  I  shall  suit  him. 
One  can  but  hope  that  he  will  not  find  himself 
mistaken.' 
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'  And  you  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  consult  me 
before  disposing  of  your  future  in  this  way !' 

'  Not  in  the  least,  my  dear  Arthur.  I  knew  that  I 
might  count  upon  your  cordial  assent.  For  the 
rest,  Mr.  "Webster  has  been  told  everything,  and  has 
been  charmingly  complaisant.  He  piques  himself 
upon  being  hien-6levS — which  is  a  harmless  foible, 
and  one  which  I  might  recommend  you  to  imitate  if  I 
were  inclined  to  say  disagreeable  things.  But  I  don't 
wish  to  be  disagreeable,  I  only  wish  to  congratulate 
you,  and  at  the  same  time  to  inform  you  that  you 
need  not  trouble  yourself  any  further  about  me. 
Marie  de  Chaulnes  has  kindly  offered  to  give  me 
house-room  until  the  day  of  my  wedding.' 

Arthur  hardly  knew  what  reply  to  make.  He 
could  not  affect  to  be  angry  or  dismayed.  He  was 
by  no  means  sure  that  he  ought  not  to  profess  a 
contrition  which,  in  truth,  would  not  have  been 
wholly  insincere.  At  length  he  could  think  of  nothing 
better  to  say  than  : 
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*  I  don't  feel  that  I  have  any  right  to  oppose  yoii.' 
'  Don't  you  really  ?'  she  rejoined,  rising  and  dra^vmg 
her  fur  cloak  over  her  shoulders.  '  How  very  accom- 
modating of  3^ou  !  But,  then,  I  was  sure  that  you 
would  be  accommodatmg.  Farewell,  then,  my  dear 
cousin,  and  let  me  tell  you  for  your  comfort,  as  a  last 
word,  that  your  conduct  ever  since  we  left  the 
Pjn-enees  has  completely  cured  me  of  the  little 
weakness  that  you  know  of — the  first  and  last  folly 
of  my  life  !  I  shall  alwaj'S  retain  a  pleasant  memory 
of  it  and  you,  and  language  can't  express  the  gi'atitude 
that  I  feel  to  you  for  havmg  preserved  me  from 
consequences  which  looked  inevitable  only  a  short 
time  ago.  Some  day,  perhaps,  you  will  also  feel 
grateful  to  me  for  having  preserved  you  from  the 
little  Sunday-school  miss.  My  love  to  your  father, 
who  will  join  m  your  transports  of  joy  when  he  hears 
the  news.  If  he  wants  to  see  me  about  matters  of 
business  he  knows  my  address.' 

So  that  was  the  last  of  Lola  Hamersley,  who,  as 
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Mrs.  Webster,  has  since  acquired  well  -  deserved 
celebrity  in  a  social  sphere  far  above  that  in  which 
the  Arthur  Foleys  of  this  world  move.  It  has  been 
pretended  by  some  atrabilious  persons  that  million- 
aires are  a  useless  class,  and  ought  to  be  summarily 
abolished  ;  but  the  truth,  probably,  is  that  there  is  a 
mission  for  all  created  beings,  and  that  poor  little 
gray-headed,  correct-mannered  exile  Mr.  Webster 
may  surely  be  considered  to  have  fulfilled  his.  Would 
it  not  be  an  immense  consolation  to  all  of  us  to  reflect 
upon  our  death-beds  that  we  had  made  a  single  fellow- 
creature  happy  ?  Mr.  Webster,  when  his  time  comes, 
will  be  able  to  take  that  consolation  to  himself,  and 
may  even  be  provided  with  a  couple  of  extra  strings  to 
liis  bow.  Mr.  Foley,  at  all  events,  when  he  reached 
Paris  and  heard  what  had  taken  place  during  his 
absence,  justified  Lola's  prediction  to  the  fullest 
extent. 

'  My  dear  boy,'  he  exclaimed,  '  this  is  better  news 
than  I  ever  in  my  most  extravagant  imaginings  dared 


DARK  DAYS  215 

to  hope  for !  You  might  have  jilted  her,  and,  for  my 
own  part,  I  think  you  would  have  been  entitled  to  do 
so ;  but  it  is  mfinitely  more  satisfactory  that  she 
should  have  jilted  you.  This  almost  makes  amends 
for  all  one's  disappointments  and  disillusions,  and  for 
the  total  failure  that  one  has  made  of  one's  attempt  to 
reside  m  one's  native  land.' 

Arthur,  who  knew  that  his  father  had  been  at  St. 
Ann's,  said  : 

'  I  suppose  Lord  Braunton's  engagement  to  Miss 
Meynell  is  announced  ?' 

'  Not  yet,  I  believe ;  but  I  am  afraid,  from  what 
I  heard,  that  it  will  be  announced  shortly.  I  am 
very  sorry  for  it ;  and  yet ' 

Arthur  mterrupted  him  with  a  deprecating  gesture. 

'  For  goodness'  sake,  don't  look  as  if  you  thought 
me  so  msane  as  to  have  cherished  the  faintest  shadow 
of  a  hope  !  I  have  proved  myself  to  be  msane 
enough  for  anythmg,  I  admit ;  but  I  am  not  quite  so 
mad  as  that.     Besides,  I  may  have  been  shaken  back 
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into  my  senses.  Anyhow,  I  am  free  again,  thank 
God !  And  I  must  try  to  make  a  reasonable  use  of 
my  freedom.' 

Then  he  went  on  to  state  in  what  manner  he 
proposed,  after  having  considered  his  position  for  a. 
day  and  a  night,  to  utilize  that  boon.  Amongst  the 
very  few  Englishmen  with  whom  he  had  latterly 
scraped  acquaintance  there  was  a  certain  young  man 
who  owned  a  tea  plantation  in  Ceylon,  whither  he 
was  about  to  return  after  a  brief  holiday. 

'  And  I  know,'  said  Arthur,  '  he  would  be  only  toO' 
glad  to  take  me  with  him,  because  he  wants  a  com- 
panion and  doesn't  care  about  having  a  partner. 
Of  course  I  shouldn't  expect  to  make  money  out  of  it ; 
but  he  tells  me  that  in  a  couple  of  years  or  so  a  man 
learns  enough  to  be  able  to  start  on  his  own  account, 
if  he  feels  inclined,  and  in  the  meantime  I  should,  at 
least,  have  an  occupation.  I  must  do  something ; 
you'll  allow  that,  now  that  the  St.  Ann's  experiment 
has,  as  you  say,  turned  out  a  total  failure.     I  can't 
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loaf  about  the  Continent,  ^^'ith  my  arms  hanging  by 
my  sides  !' 

Mr.  Foley  remamed  silent  for  a  few  moments  before 
answering. 

'  I  agree  with  yon  that  absolute  inaction  is  im- 
possible, and  that  St.  Ann's,  imder  existmg  chcum- 
stances,  is  impossible  also  ;  but — Ceylon  is  a  long 
way  off.  And  two  years  is  a  longish  time  at  my  age, 
Arthur,'  he  added  rather  wistfully. 

'But  it  isn't  as  if  you  would  miss  me.  It  isn't  as  if 
we  had  ever  been  indispensable  to  one  another,'  the 
young  man  urged  with  unconscious  cruelty.  '  You 
will  lead  the  life  you  enjoy,  wandering  about  Italy 
and  France,  and  seeing  your  old  friends,  and  painting. 
For  that  matter,  I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  pa}' 
me  a  visit  m  Ceylon,  which  really  isn't  such  a  very 
long  way  oft',  and  where,  I  believe,  you  would  find 
any  number  of  subjects  for  pictures.' 

*  I  don't  thmk  I  will  go  to  Ce^don,'  answered  Mr. 
Foley,  smiling,  '  but  perhaps  it  may  not  be  necessary 
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for  you  to  stay  two  whole  years  there  without  a  break. 
Oh,  it  is  necessary  for  you  to  go  there,  or  somewhere ; 
I  see  that,  and  I  don't  grumble.  I  should  have  been 
worse  off  if  you  had  married  Lola  Hamersley,  and, 
what  is  more  to  the  purpose,  jon  would  have  been 
worse  off  too.  Things  haven't  gone  quite  as  smoothly 
with  us  as  they  might  have  done  ;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  they  have  gone  less  crookedly  than  they 
promised  to  do  a  week  ago.  After  all,  one  generally 
finds — at  least,  I  have  generally  found — that  one  has 
to  be  contented  with  a  ins  aller.' 

Arthur's  careworn  face  brightened.  He  had  antici- 
pated far  more  strenuous  opposition,  and  he  was  not 
ungrateful  to  his  father  for  having  yielded  almost 
without  demur.  But  he  did  not  know,  nor  perhaps 
Avas  he  greatly  to  blame  for  not  knowing,  how  much 
his  father  had  been  called  upon  to  resign. 


CHAPTER  XXIY. 

DAWN. 

While  fully  five- sixths  of  the  inhabitants  of  Great 
Britain  were  shivermg  under  the  low,  gray  skies  of 
mid-winter,  Bridstow  still  continued  to  bask  in  a  brief 
daily  allowance  of  sunshine.  The  evergreen  trees 
and  shrubs  which  flourish  m  that  mild,  moist  climate 
lent  to  the  neighbourhood  a  certain  false  air  of 
perpetual  summer.  The  ni^Dping  east  winds  which 
would  fall  due  later  had  not  yet  made  themselves 
felt.  The  sea  was  almost  as  blue  as  the  Mediter- 
ranean, and  only  a  spectator  accustomed  to  take 
note  of  such  thmgs  would  have  observed  that  the 
little  fishing  fleet  in  the  offing  had  winter  canvas  set. 
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Arthur  Foley,  as  he  stood  on  the  terrace  at  St. 
Ann's,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  could  not 
help  feeling  that  he  had  a  goodly  heritage.  No 
doul)t  he  appreciated  it  the  more  because  he  felt  so 
sure  that  it  could  never  be  his,  save  at  some  remote 
future  date,  and  in  a  pecuniar}^  sense  alone.  Oh  no  ; 
he  could  never  live  at  St.  Ann's  again.  The  chances 
were — although  he  had  not  liked  to  say  this  to  his 
father — that  the  remainder  of  his  life  would  be  spent 
in  Ceylon.  And,  indeed,  it  was  rather  for  the  sake  of 
taking  one  last  look  at  a  place  which,  when  all  was 
said  and  done,  must  always  be  associated  with  some 
happy  memories  in  his  mind,  than  in  order  to  collect 
a  few  belongings  of  his,  that  he  had  run  over  from 
Paris  for  a  couple  of  nights  preparatory  to  setting 
forth  on  his  voyage.  He  had  not  come  in  the  hope  of 
seeing  anybody  in  particular,  nor  even  of  hearing 
anything  in  particular ;  still,  since  he  was  upon  the 
spot,  it  was  natural  enough  that  he  should  endeavour 
to  discover  from  the  servants  whether  any  event  of 
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local  importance  had  occurred  lately,  and  very 
provoking  to  find  that  they  could  not,  or  would  not, 
tell  him  more  than  that  Braunton  Towers  was  shut 
up,  the  family  havmg,  as  usual  at  that  season  of  the 
year,  left  home.  It  was  impossible  to  ask  them 
point-blank  the  question  to  which  he  longed  to  have 
an  answer,  x^nd,  after  all,  what  did  it  matter  ?  If 
Ehoda  was  not  gomg  to  marry  Lord  Braunton,  she 
would,  sooner  or  later,  marry  someone  else.  There 
was  no  real  reason  for  rejoicing  because  his  lordship 
had  apparently  left  home  an  untrammelled  bachelor. 

Nevertheless,  just  as  a  man  who  knows  that  he  has 
an  incurable  disease  wishes  to  ascertain,  if  possible, 
how  soon  it  will  kill  him,  Arthur  wanted  to  hear  the 
truth ;  and  on  the  followmg  afternoon  he  strolled 
down  to  the  town,  thinking  to  himself  that  it  would 
be  bad  luck  if  he  did  not  happen  upon  Mr.  or  Mrs. 
Latimer  in  the  course  of  his  walk.  But  Mr.  Latimer, 
as  it  chanced,  was  attending  a  ruri-decanal  meeting 
that  day,  while   his    spouse   (who   would  have  been 
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inconsolable  had  she  known  what  a  fine  opportunity 
she  had  missed  of  making  full  inquiries  as  to  the 
mysterious  death  of  the  late  Mr.  Hamersley)  had 
profited  by  the  fine  weather  to  visit  an  outlying 
district  of  the  parish.  However,  Arthur  ended  by 
discovering  his  old  friend  Jacob  Luscombe,  sitting 
sideways  on  the  parapet  above  the  harbour,  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets  and  a  short  black  pipe  in  his 
mouth ;  and  Jacob,  who  was  very  pleased  to  see  him, 
remarked  at  once  that  it  was  a  nice  day  for  a  sail  on 
the  water. 

'  First-rate,'  Arthur  agreed ;  '  but  I'm  afraid  I 
haven't  time  to  take  a  boat  this  afternoon.  I  have 
only  come  down  here  to  pack  up  a  few  things,  and 
to-morrow  I'm  off  for  Ceylon,  if  you  know  where  that 
is?' 

'  Know  where  'tis  !'  echoed  Jacob,  slightly  affronted. 
*  Well,  there  ain't  a  many  ports  as  you  could  name 
in  any  quarter  o'  the  globe  but  what  I've  touched  at 
'em  in  my  young  days,  sir.     Lor'  bless  you  !     I  seen 
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Colombo  and  Galle  more  often  nor  I  wanted  to — ah, 
and  Trincomalee,  too,  where  I  come  near  my  death 
through  too  much  fresh  fruit  and  a  tarrible  turn  0' 
gripes.  Drat  they  blazm'  tropics,  says  I !  TMiat  be 
gwine  to  do  out  to  Ceylon,  then,  sir  ?' 

Arthur,  not  caring  to  enter  into  details,  replied 
vaguely  that  a  man  couldn't  stay  at  home  all  his 
days  ;  to  which  Jacob  rejomed  with  a  grunt  that,  by 
his  way  of  thinking,  a  man  might  do  worse.  He 
added  that  it  was  a  sin  and  a  shame  for  the  gentry 
to  close  then'  houses  and  rush  about  the  world  as  they 
did  nowadays. 

'  Ah,  if  they  was  all  like  Colonel  Meynell,  now ! 
But  there  'tis,  you  see,  sir  ;  the  Colonel,  as  is  what 
you  might  call  a  pore  man,  stops  at  home  and  does, 
what  he  can  for  his  neighbours,  while  Lord  Braunton 
— but  there !  I  don't  want  to  say  nowt  agin'  his 
lordship,  for  he's  free  with  his  money,  I'll  allow.' 

This  gave  Arthur  an  opportunity  for  insinuating 
a  few  adroit  queries  respecting  Lord  Braunton,  the 
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result  of  which  was  to  convince  him  that,  if  the  lord 
of  the  manor  contemplated  a  matrimonial  alliance, 
Jacob  Luscombe  knew  nothing  of  it.  Then  he  Avent 
on  to  inquire  after  Colonel  Meynell,  who,  he  hoped, 
was  quite  well. 

'  What !  Ain't  'ee  seen  un  ?'  Jacob  asked  in 
surprise.  '  Why,  he  was  here  not  an  hour  agone. 
You'll  find  un  up  to  the  Men's  Eeadin'  Eoom,  sir, 
for  sartain.  This  time  o'  year  he's  there  most 
evenin's  till  six  o'clock,  or  maybe  later.' 

Now,  if  there  was  one  thing  of  which  Arthur  was 
more  sure  than  another,  it  was  that  he  did  not  wish 
to  see  Colonel  Meynell ;  yet,  after  he  had  said  good- 
bye to  Jacob  Luscombe,  and  had  provided  that 
ancient  mariner  with  the  means  of  drinking  his 
health,  he  wandered  up  through  the  narrow  streets 
of  the  town,  instead  of  turning  to  the  left  and  making 
straight  for  home.  It  was  growing  dark  by  this 
time,  and  the  red  lamp  above  the  door  of  the  Men's 
Jleading  Eoom   had   already   been   lighted.      Arthur 
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stood  for  awhile,  gaziiig  up  at  the  windows  "of  a 
buijding  which  he  had  no  thought  of  entering,  but 
with  the  interior  of  which  he  had  been  tolerably 
familiar  m  happier  days.  Meynell  was  in  there, 
no  doubt,  chattmg  with  his  disciples,  seekmg  out 
books  and  magazines  suitable  to  their  several  require- 
ments, knowing  exactly  what  to  say  to  each  of  them. 
x\h,  lucky  fellow  I  What  more  can  a  man  ask  for  in 
this  bewildering  world  than  to  be  provided  with  a 
creed  in  which  he  implicitly  believes  ;  to  be  beloved, 
respected,  useful,  always  busy,  never  in  doubt  as  to 
the  wisdom  or  folly  of  his  own  actions  ?  In  order  to 
be  so  lucky  as  that,  it  is,  perhaps,  necessar}'  to  possess 
the  additional  advantages  of  limited  sensibility  and 
limited  intelligence ;  but  what  then  ?  To  mcrease 
knowledge  is  to  mcrease  sorrow ;  and  how  dieth  the 
wise  man  ? — as  the  fool. 

Arthur  Foley,  at  any  rate,  could  not  flatter  himself 
that  his  personal  sorrows  had  been  due  to  any  excess 
of  knowledge  on  his  part,  nor  could  he  thmk  that 
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he  was  acting  very  wisely  in  remaining  out  there  in 
the  street  with  a  half-acknowledged  hope  of  bidding 
farewell  to  the  man  who  had  unquestionably  been 
instrumental  in  blighting  his  life  for  him.  But  he 
remained  all  the  same,  and  after  a  time  the  Colonel 
emerged,  glanced  to  right  and  left  in  his  usual  quick, 
alert  fashion,  caught  sight  of  the  loiterer,  and 
started. 

The  mutual  greetings  which  followed  were,  of  neces- 
sity, somewhat  cold  and  constrained.  Arthur  made 
haste  to  mention  that  he  was  leaving  on  the  morrow, 
and  was  about  to  add  some  further  communications, 
when  the  Colonel  interrupted  him  by  saying  : 

'  You  are  going  to  be  married,  I  hear.  I  suppose  I 
ought  to  congratulate  you,' 

*  No,'  answered  the  other ;  '  but  you  may  con- 
gratulate me,  if  you  like,  upon  the  rupture  of  my 
engagement  to  my  cousin,  Lola  Hamersley,  who  is 
going  to  marry  somebody  else.  I  should  like  to  tell 
you   all  about  it,  because  you  are  sure  to  hear  all 
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sorts  of  untrue  stories  ;  and  it's  quite  upon  the  cards 
that  we  may  never  meet  again,  you  and  I.' 

So,  Colonel  Meynell  having  responded  by  a  vague 
gesture  which  might  have  been  interpreted  as 
signifpng  assent,  he  proceeded  to  relate  his  story, 
endeavouring  to  do  so  without  undue  clemency  or 
severity  towards  himself  or  others,  and  without 
laying  more  stress  than  he  could  help  upon  the 
circumstance  that  he  would  never  have  gone  so  far 
astray  had  not  all  hope  of  ever  wuinmg  the  girl 
whom  he  loved  been  refused  to  him. 

And  when  he  had  finished.  Colonel  ^Eeynell  only 
observed  : 

'  I  am  glad  you  are  going  out  to  Ceylon.' 

'Oh,  so  am  I,  of  course,'  answered  Arthur,  a  little 
hurt  by  that  unsympathetic  comment  upon  so  long 
and  tragic  a  narrative.  '  I  couldn't  have  returned 
here,  and  I  couldn't  have  dawdled  about  foreign  towns 
with  nothing  on  earth  to  do.  Even  the  governor 
admitted  that.'     After  a  momentary  pause,  he  added 
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*  I  wonder  whether  you  would  mind  telling  me  if  it  is 
true  that  your  sister  is  engaged  to  Braunton  ?' 

'  She  is  not  engaged  to  him,'  replied  the  Colonel 
abruptly.  And  then :  '  I  don't  care  to  conceal  any- 
thing from  you.  He  did  propose  to  her,  and  it  was 
on  your  account  that  she  refused  him,  although  she 
thought  at  the  time,  as  we  all  did,  that  you  were 
about  to  marry  Miss  Hamersley.  When  she  hears 
what  I  shall  feel  bound  to  repeat  to  her  this  evening, 
she  will  naturally  be  confirmed  in — well,  in  what  I 
dare  say  you  will  pardon  me  for  calling  an  unfortu- 
nate attachment.  That  is  one  reason  why  I  am  glad 
that  you  are  going  to  Ceylon.  Oh,  you  are  going, 
my  dear  fellow ;  pray  make  no  mistake  about  that.' 

'  I  don't  make  any  mistake,'  Arthur  protested. 
'  Certainly  I  must  go ;  and  certainly  I  never  had  the 
faintest  hope  or  expectation  of  being  forgiven.  But — 
but  this  does  make  a  difference ;  doesn't  it  ?  May  I 
not  see  her,  just  for  a  few  minutes,  to  say  good-bye?' 

*No,  Foley,  you  may  not;   nor  shall   any  corre- 
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spondence  pass  between  you  while  you  are  absent. 
I  can't  prevent  3'our  writing,  it  is  true ;  but  I  can 
answer  for  it  that  she  will  neither  acknowledge  your 
letters  nor  even  open  them.  You  may  depend  upon 
it  that  she  will. obey  me  in  the  future,  just  as  she  has 
done  in  the  past.' 

There  was  a  short  pause ;  after  which  Arthur  said 
hesitatingly :  '  Don't  3-ou  think  you  are  rather  hard 
upon  us  both  ?' 

'  Yes ;  but  not  so  hard  as  you  have  been  upon  my 
sister,  and  not  more  hard  than  is  necessary.  ^Tay, 
man,  if  I  had  no  great  confidence  in  you  from  the 
first,  what  confidence  do  you  imagine  I  am  likely 
to  feel  in  you  now  ?  You  don't  seem  to  know  what 
you  would  be  at  for  a  week  at  a  time.  If  you  can't 
have  what  you  want  immediately,  you  must  needs 
rush  off  like  a  madman,  and  clamour  for  something 
which  you  say  you  don't  want !  By  your  own  show- 
ing, it  was  your  cousin  who  threw  you  over,  not  you 
who  forsook  her  ;  and  how  do  I  know  what  sirens  you 
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may  not  meet  in  Ceylon  or  on  board  ship  ?  You  talk 
about  not  expecting  to  be  forgiven ;  but  it  isn't  a 
question  of  forgiveness.  Ehoda,  I  have  no  doubt, 
will  forgive  you,  only ' 

'  Only  you  won't.' 

'  I  have  nothing  to  forgive.  You  have  committed 
no  offence  against  me.  All  I  say  is  that  I  didn't 
consider  you  a  safe  man  to  entrust  my  sister  to  in 
the  first  instance  ;  and  you  can  hardly  wonder  at  my 
considering  you  still  less  safe  after  what  has  happened.' 

'Oh,  I  don't  wonder  in  the  least;  although  what 
has  happened — poor  Eobert  Hamersley's  death,  and 
then  those  dreadful  weeks  when  I  thought  it  was  as 
certain  as  anything  could  be  that  I  should  be  tied  for 
life  to  a  woman  w^hom  I  almost  hated — all  that  may 
have  changed  me  a  little,  and  made  me  what  you 
would  call  safer.  I  shall  never  again  be  such  an  idiot 
as  I  have  been.    But  I  suppose  you  won't  believe  that.' 

For  the  first  time  Colonel  Meynell's  features  relaxed 
into  a  smile. 
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'I  don't  want  to  insult  you,'  he  answered;  *  but  it 
seems  to  me  that  I  myself  should  be  an  unmitigated 
idiot  if  I  were  to  take  your  word  for  it.  I  really  must 
insist  upon  proofs.  You  are  going  to  Ceylon  for  two 
years,  you  say.  Go,  then ;  and  if,  at  the  expiration 
of  two  years,  you  choose  to  come  back,  with  some 
sort  of  a  decent  record  to  show  for  yourself,  I  shall 
not  feel  mclmed  to  stand  in  your  way  any  longer. 
Stop  a  moment !  I  am  not  at  the  end  of  my  "ifs" 
yet.  Two  years  is  a  long  time,  and  I  will  no  more 
answer  for  it  that  Ehoda  will  be  in  the  same  mind 
two  years  hence  than  I  would  answer  for  you.  I 
answer  for  nothing  and  nobody,  except  myself.' 

But  in  the  first  flush  of  his  joy  and  gratitude 
Arthur  asked  for  nothing  more.  It  was  enough, 
and  more  than  enough,  to  know  that  he  had  now 
a  definite  hope,  a  definite  assurance,  upon  which  he 
could  implicitly  rely,  and  in  return  for  which  two 
years  of  exile  seemed  a  trifling  price  to  pay.  Pre- 
sently, however,   he  began  to   put  forward  diffident 


232  SAINT  ANN'S 

demands,  in  obedience  to  the  universal  law  of  pro- 
gress, which  forbids  us  to  rest  satisfied  with  having 
been  granted  an  inch  when  an  ell  is  what  we 
want. 

In  this  way  he  extorted  a  promise  from  his  reluctant 
friend  that  he  should  not  be  left  in  entire  ignorance 
of  Bridstow  news,  and  that  occasional  letters  ad- 
dressed to  Colonel  Meynell,  Moor  Cottage,  should 
be  duly  acknowledged ;  only  against  his  reiterated 
plea  for  one  brief  parting  interview  with  Ehoda  the 
Colonel  held  out  stoutly. 

*  I  can't  allow  it,  my  good  fellow,  and  you  ought 
to  see  why  I  can't.  If  you  and  she  were  to  meet 
now,  you  would  hardly  be  able  to  help  saying  things 
which  you  might  afterwards  regret ;  and  I  am  deter- 
mined to  preserve  Ehoda  from  the  risk  of  committing 
herself.  At  present,  as  I  hope  you  understand,  she 
is  not  committed  in  any  way.' 

'  Of  course  she  is  not,'  agreed  Arthur,  '  and  I 
shouldn't  dream  of   asking   her  to  commit  herself; 
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but  surely  no  great  harm  would  be  done  by  my  just 
telling  her ' 

'  Oh,  I'll  tell  her ;  I  can't  help  telling  her— though, 
honestly  speaking,  I  wish  I  could.  Well,  I  haven't 
talked  much  like  a  friend  to  you,  Foley,  and  I  can't 
feel  quite  as  friendly  towards  you  as  perhaps  I  ought ; 
but  at  least  you  may  trust  me  to  be  loyal.  Do  your 
part  and  I'll  do  mine  ;  that's  all  I  can  say.' 

Upon  the  whole,  Arthur  could  not  but  admit,  as  he 
turned  away,  after  parting  with  the  inflexible  Colonel, 
that  his  sentence  was  a  merciful  one.  It  was  hard  to 
be  dismissed  without  having  been  permitted  to  offer 
any  explanation  to  Ehoda  ;  yet  even  if  that  permission 
had  been  accorded  him,  he  could  hardly  have  hoped 
to  make  her  understand  what  still  remamed  incom- 
prehensible to  himself.  To  understand  is  to  forgive  ; 
but  it  is  possible,  fortunately,  to  forgive  without 
understanding,  and  her  brother  had  said  that  she 
would,  no  doubt,  forgive  him.  It  only  remained  for 
him  to  show  that  he  was  in  some  degree  worthy  of 
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her  clemency,  and  to  await  as  patiently  as  might  be 
the  end  of  his  long  period  of  probation. 

Nevertheless,  he  was  not  to  quit  his  native  land 
without  a  parting  word  of  encouragement  from  a 
quarter  whence  he  had  ceased  to  expect  anything  so 
improbable.  Driving  down  to  the  station  on  the 
following  morning,  his  heart  suddenly  rose  into  his 
mouth  wdien  a  bend  of  the  road  brought  him  within 
sight  of  a  slim  figure  which  he  would  have  recog- 
nised among  a  thousand,  and  almost  before  he  Imew 
what  he  was  about  he  pulled  up,  threw  the  reins  to 
the  groom,  and  jumped  out. 

'  I  was  waiting  for  you,'  Ehoda  said  a  little  breath- 
lessly. '  I  told  Victor  I  must  see  jo\x  for  a  moment, 
and  he  gave  me  leave.  I  only  wanted  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  not  changed,  and  that,  although  I  must  not 
write  to  you,  I  shall  never  change.  I  feel  as  if  all 
that  has  happened  had  been  my  fault,  and  that  I 
might  have  prevented  it  if  I  had  only  said  this  sooner. 
I  have  never  differed  from  Victor  before ;  but  I  differ 
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from  him  now,  and  I  had  to  say  so.  He  is  so  simple 
and  steadfast  himself  that  he  doesn't  realize ' 

'  How  miserably  weak  and  stupid  other  men  can 
be  ?'  interrupted  Arthur.  He  was  holding  Ehoda's 
hand  ;  he  was  gazmg  implormgly  into  her  clear  eyes, 
and,  truth  to  tell,  he  was  pamfully  conscious  of  the 
embarrassing  scrutin}*  of  the  groom.  'I  won't  go  I' 
he  exclaimed  suddenly.  '  I  can't  go  like  this  ! 
There's  no  reason  why  I  shouldn't  take  the  night 
mail,  and ' 

'  Oh,  but  you  must  go,'  she  returned,  withdrawing 
her  hand,  '  and  3'ou  have  no  time  to  lose.  I  have 
said  what  I  wanted  to  say,  and  I  know  quite  well  all 
that  you  want  to  say.  Don't  trouble  about  it ;  it 
doesn't  trouble  me.  I  can't  deny  that  I  have  been 
unhappy  ;  but  I  was  sure,  all  the  time,  that  you  did 
not  really  care  for  her.  Besides,  I  brought  it  upon 
myself.  I  mean  to  put  it  utterly  away  from  my  mind, 
and  so  must  you.  Now  go ;  and  m  two  years'  time 
3'ou  will  find  me  here,  waitmg  for  you.' 
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She  sprang  back  from  the  road,  and  was  on  the  top 
of  one  of  the  high  banks  which  bordered  it  before  he 
could  draw  breath.  Possibly  she  also  may  have  re- 
membered the  groom,  and  may  have  been  anxious  to 
avoid  scandalizing  that  impassive  domestic  by  demon- 
strations in  which  Arthur  could  not  be  altogether 
trusted  to  refrain  from  indulging.  So  they  parted, 
with  a  bow  and  a  wave  of  the  hand,  as  intimate 
acquaintances,  who  had  seen  a  good  deal  of  one 
another  during  the  past  six  months  and  were  going  to 
see  no  more  of  one  another  for  a  long  time  to  come, 
might  have  done. 

But  Mr.  Foley,  when  he  had  listened  to  a  full 
narration  of  what  had  befallen  his  son  at  Bridstow, 
was  of  opinion  that  the  time  to  come  would  be 
shorter  than  Arthur  anticipated,  and  that  it  would  be 
scarcely  worth  while  to  seek  a  temporary  tenant  for 
St.  Ann's. 

'  I  think,  do  you  know,'  said  he,  smiling,  '  that  if 
you  are  very  good  you  will  probably  be  allowed  to 
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return  home  on  a  ticket-of-leave  before  your  sentence 
has  exph-ed.  I  dare  say  it  has  abeady  begun  to  dawn 
upon  that  dictatorial  Colonel  of  yours  that  when  a 
woman  means  to  have  her  own  way  she  always  gets 
it,  and  he  ought  to  be  old  enough  to  understand  that 
brothers  and  fathers  have  no  sort  of  chance  against 
lovers.  For  my  own  part,  I  am  less  exacting  than 
he.  I  onl}'  ask  for  the  occasional  use  of  the  library 
and  of  a  bedroom,  in  case  I  should  want  one  to  die 
in.  Meanwhile,  I  think  I  may  rmi  over  to  St.  Ann's 
in  the  spring  to  make  the  necessary  arrangements 
for  my  approaching  abdication  and  to  mterview 
my  future  daughter-in-law.  I  venture  to  prophesy 
that,  between  us,  we  shall  be  one  too  many  for  the 
Colonel.' 

THE    END. 
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ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete  in  One  Vol.  with  700 Illusts    Cloth  limp.  6». 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  Is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.   With  300  Illusts.   Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  6». 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  III.,  1888-90.  With  230  Illusts.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1892.     With  numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1893.     With  Illustrations.    Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I..  1888-1892.     With  250  Illusts.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     114  Illustrations.     Is. 

OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE   NATIONAL  GALLERY.     128  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    2\2  Illusts.  cl.,  3s. 

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1893.    With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1893.  With  Sketches.  3s.  6d. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  Willi.^m 
Bell  Scott.     With  descriptive  Test.     Folio,  half-bonnri  boards,  31s. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.     With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Ford  Madox  BRow^^. 
S0HG3  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  Svo,  vellum  and  gold. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6tl. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Tournalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  25s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

BOWERS.— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL.      By  George 

Bowers.     Oblong  folio,  half-bound.  21s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),    WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    |      CAMP  NOTES.    |      SAYAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND'S  OBSERVATIONS   ON   POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.    Fifteenth  Thousand;     Crown '^vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's    Handbook."  separately  printed.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  4^.  ««1.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  G.\LiLEO,TycHo  Brake,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON   NATU RAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN. -GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  ^i.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.     I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry     With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex..  78.  Od. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.8vo,4s.6d, 

THE  QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5s. 
Cron'n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Od.  each. 

A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L  Wood. 

A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 

COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 

SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    V/ith  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 

A  PROTEGl^E  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.    With  25  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd,  &c. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 

GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OP  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,J:c^ I^ALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Us.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

FLIP,  I         MARUJA. I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE   SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 

THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 

SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. j 

BRYDGES UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. ;  cloth  limp,  '■^t*.  6d. 

BUCHANAN'S   (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Grown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

THE  EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM :  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW ;  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 

THE  OUTCAST :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
j^QYj,   j^j,   FOREVER.    Frontispiece. 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo. 

BURTON  (CAPTAIN). -THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD  iBeTn^a 

History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.    With  over  400  Illustrations.    Demy  4to,  cloth  extra.  3tJs. 

BllXTOlT  (ROBERT)^  ~ 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys,  (id. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  Hvo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  <mI. 

rAINE"(T710LXLX~NWELS~BY.~"cro^v^^ 

^         post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each. 

SHADOWJOF  A  CRIME^I    A  SON  OP  HAGAR. jJ'HE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON  (COMMANDER).  — THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.    Post  Svo,  boards,  3s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post8vo.iiiust.bds.,3l7e4ch. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN,  |    DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 

Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton,     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth    t^-J**. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.  By  Mrs.  Alexander  Irela^ 
With  Portrait  and  racsimi!e  Letter.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  estra,  ts.  iitl. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  completei 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translatirns,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Sv.-inei  hne  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  ciotn  txtra,  <is.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON. -A  TREATISIDnI/VOOD  ENGRAViNGT 

By  W.  A.  Chatto  and  J.  Jackson.     With  450  tine  Iliusts.     Large  4to.  hf.-bd.,  tiSs;. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Hav/eiJ. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     SLiiall  4to,  cloth  ertra,  3s.  ii^^. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Demy  Svo.  cloth  hmp.  Us.  ^a, 

CLARE.— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clark.     Post  Svo.  picture  boards,  Sjs.  :  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS"BY.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards  2.^.  each: 
PAUL  FERROLL.  |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND   DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd.  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s>.  Od. 

COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVETS^BY.  ~  ~ 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  RED  SULTAN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  Od. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.     Three  Vols,  crown  Svo. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),   WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols  ,  Svo,  cloth,  2-ls. 
CURLY;  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Iliusts.  bv  j.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  Svo.  cl..  Is.  Hd. 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M~e: 

Coleridge.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  Gsl. 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo.  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  po;i  Svo,  illi:3trated  boards,  2s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.      |      YOU  PLAY  ME   FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
SV/EET  ANNE  PAGE.  !  FIGHT  Y/ITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  ;  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  Od.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  Iohn  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER   DARK.     Illustrations  by  A.  B,  Houghton.  |    THE   TWO   DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD    SECRET.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   V/ith  Iliusts.  bv  Kir  J.  Gilbert,  R.  A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  TJillais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  V.'ilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.     With  Illustrations  bv  G.  Du  MAuniERasid  F.  A.  Fraser. 
KAN  AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by 'W:lliam  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Dv  Maurier  and  Edward  HtJOHEs, 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Iliusts.  by  S.  L.  Filues,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE   NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE   FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J,  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.     Iliusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A  ,  and  Svdnev  Hall. 
THE   HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY   NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  V/alter  Besant,  and  Iliusts.  bv  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS' (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.XTBOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo,  clc.h  extra  Ss. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS   WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  ♦' My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontis.     Cr.  8vo.  c'.  extra.  7^.  6d. 

COLQUHOUN.— EVERY    INCH   A    SOLDIER :  A  NoveL      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHOuN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.     By  Catherine 

Ryan.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  If*.  6*1 « 

CONWAY  (MONCUREId^VIvORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND   DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  3^8. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  Illusts.  by  VV.  J.  Hennessy.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  ««. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.  8vo,  Jap,  vgllum,  ijs.  6«l> 

COOK  (dutton),  novels  by. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  G<L;  post  8vo,illust.  boards, 3s. 
LEO.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)-GE0FF0RY  HAMILTON.     Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
CORNWALL.-POPULAR   ROMANCES    OF    THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.     Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7h.  <i«l. 

COTES.-TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGET  By^V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Town  send.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ftd. 

CRADDOCK.-THE   prophet    of  the  great  smoky  MOUN- 
TAINS. By  Charles  Egbert  Craddogk.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds..  3s. ;  cl.  limp.  3s.  Gil. 

CREUXnTIL'N.)— THE  NAZARENES  :  A  Drama.     Crown  8vo,  Is. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    With 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  iitl.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s. 

CROKER  (B.M.),    NOVELS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extia,  38.  6d.  each,   post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  ««l.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.                     |      DIANA  BARRINGTON. 
A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.                                PROPER  PRIDE. 
A  FAMILY  LIKENESS. |      "TO  LET." 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two  Series  : 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ot 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Gd. 

CUMMING7C.  FT^ORDON),  works  by.      Demy  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.    With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN   THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
TWO   HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYXOIL^WiUi^aS^IUustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALLTO  EGYPT.J_WithJPhotogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo.  cl.,  Ts.  «d. 

CUSSANS.-X  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;   with  InTtructions  for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.   Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  Svo.  cloth.  Gs. 

C  YPLES  ( W. )— HE  ARTS  of  GOLD.  CrTsvo,  cl.  ,3s.  6d.;  post8vo,bds..2s. 
T)ANIEL.—MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  George 

'^     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST  ;~or,  Port  SathTatW     By  Alphonse 

Daudet.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s. 

DA?VEiron\^mNTSTOR  PARENTlTON^ 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.     By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  Gd. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BYTc^^i^^tL^s.'GdTes.. 

ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY  HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  Svo.  38.;  cloth  limp  .3s.  Gd. 


CHATTO   &.    WINDUS,     ^14,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev,  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  1*^8. 

DAWSON.-THE   FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH :   A  Novel  of  Adventu^ 

By  Erasmus  Dawson-,  M.B.     Edited  by  Pall  Devon.     With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Hh,  Gd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Sw. 

DE  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.     Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.      Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap.  Svo,  half-bound,  2m.  ttil. 

DE  MAISTRE.— A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  Svq.  cloth  limp,  tjs.  tt<I. 

DE  MILLE.~A  CASTLE  IN  SPAIN.  By  James  De  Mille.  With  a 
Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'iy*,  <»<!.;  po-^t  '^vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomea  to  Donovan.     With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  Od. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl..  .U.aa,  ea.;  ^o^8vo,bds.,28.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY, 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mavr'air  Library,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof.  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent.  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  «9.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  ci.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi- 
the- Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  surleComedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment,  48.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth.  «». 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    With  4  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  ftm. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,   «*.— A 
Second  Series,  uniform  in  size  and  price,  is  now  in  preparation. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  tfd. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORTES  BY.  " 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each:  cioth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED! 

CAUGHT  AT   LAST! 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK. 


SUSPICION  AROUSED. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  Gtl.  each. 
1HE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  full-page  Illustrations  bv  Gordon  Browne. 

DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conan 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  li%.  6d. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.     with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex..  <5s.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
Piraphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford,     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols, 

CHAiPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys=ey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Gifford's  Text.   Edit  by  Col. Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^,  iiti.  each, 
A  SOCTAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Grthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN   LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
A  DAUGHTER  OF  TO-DAVr  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. [§.!!:^'^'y- 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.     By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

17ARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
■*^       tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Oh.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.     One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Peauce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Hii, 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE  LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  38.  Gfl. ;  post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).— WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES :    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edv.'ards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  iiti, ____^ 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS~BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 

p  E  LI  CIA.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

EGERTON.— SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  By  Rev. J .  C.  Egerton. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Vv^ace,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.   Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s'. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  T. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  lUusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  4iil. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <»d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown^vo.  cloth ,  «s. 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.     With  70  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Ar-^Iu'r 

Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OP  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     V»^ith  Illustrations.  

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  c1..1s.  64I. 

FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.    Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  .'?s.  6d.;  post  Bvo,  illust,  board?,  Ss. 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  6<l. 
,     THE  TIGER  LILY  :  A  Tale  of  Two  Passions.    Two  Vols. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


FIN-BEC— THE   CUPBOARD   PAPERS  :    Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tjyj.  6d. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 
technist's Treasury.     E y  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  1 1 ; u s trationf.   Cr.  Svo.  cl..  5». 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS^BY: 

THE   WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  Svo,  cioth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  trom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  ovo,  cl.,  2s.  Gd. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journsy  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrcted  boards,  tjs.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA,  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  i  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.     '  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF   JAMES   BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck  .    With  an  Accoun:  c:  hs  Sayings, 

Doings,  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  avo,  cloth,  24s. 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA,     With  numerous  Illustrations  and  a  Poi  trait.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  63. [Shortly. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR    ASTRONOMY  :   A  General   Description  of  the  Heavens.     By  Camille 
Flammarion.    Translated  by  J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.     With  nearly  300  Illus- 
trations.    Medium  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lHa.  [Preparing. 
UBANIA  :  A   Romance.     Translated  by  A.  R.  Stetson.      With  87  Illustrations 
by  De  Bieler,  Mvrbach,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  exira,  5s. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victoria 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  beards.  <»». 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post  Svo.  illust.  bdiT2s: 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  '3^.  Hd.  each:   post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2-*.  e^ch. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

ROPES  OF  SAND. \     A^DOG^AND  HIS  SHADOW.      • 

OLYMPIA.  FostSvo.iilust.bds.,  2s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover,  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Post  Svo,  iilusirated  boards.  2s. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  iUust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
SETH'S  BROTHER'S  V/IFE. j THE   LAWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van   Laun. 

Tiiree  Vols.,  demy  3vo.  c;otQ  boarag,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG   HAFJ  ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  2s. 

FRISWELL(HAIN).-ONEOFTWO:  AXovel.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST    (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra.  3s.  «d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.    I    LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
TH3  OLD   SHOV/MEN   AND   THE   OLD  LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name.  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Oicials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

f;ARDENING~BOOKSr' Post  Svo.  is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  Is.  <id.  each. 

^    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND   GREENHOUSE.    By  George  Glenny. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    Bv  Tom  and  Iane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN.    Bv  Tom  Jerrold.      Crown  Svo,  cloih,  Is.  «d. 

MY  GARDEN   WILD.     By  F?.anc  s  G.  Heath.     Crown  Svo.  cioth  extra.  C^. 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPELTGIRLS:  a  No^lT    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  exira.  3s.  6d.:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GAULOT.— THE  RED  SHIRTS  :    A  Story  of  the  Revolution.     By  P.^ll 
Gaulot.     Translated  by  J.  A.  ].  L'K  Villiers.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  .'{s.  6d.    'Slwitiy. 

GENTLEMAN'S    MAGAZINETTIIE:      Is.    Monthly,     in    addition  to 

Articles  upon  subiects  in  Litera-nrs.  Science,  and  Art,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svl. 
vANUs  Urban,  and  "  PAGES  ON  PLAYS  "  by  Justin  H.  .McCarthy,  appear  monthly. 
♦,*  Rnuni  Vnlumes   for  recent  '.'eir^  ke^t  in  ^tnrlt.  S",  fill.  rack.   Ca^es  for  bindincr.  2«". 

gr£NTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Pubiisliea  Annually  in  November,    is. 


10  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo.  cloth,  Cs.  Cd.;  gilt  pdges.  y.".  6«1. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s».  Od.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN   SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |   A  HARD   KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE   BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY   FREE.   |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S   DELIGHT.  |    BLOOD-MONEY. 


GiBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo.  Is.  ;  cL.  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  '2>*.  each. 

DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World— PygmaJion  and  Galatea- 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.  M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS   written   by   W.  S.   Gilbert.     Containing. 

The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 

Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  i2s.  6d. 
THE    "GILBERT   AND   SULLIVAN"   BIRTHDAY    BOOK :  Quotations  for  Every 

Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W,  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 

Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  tis.  (id. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELSTY: 

Crov?n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts, 
THE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3».  6d. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE^ 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glennv.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Od. 

GODWIN.-LlVES  OF  THE  "NECROMANCERSr  By  William~G^. 

WIN.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    TH0UGHT7THE :    An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  7».  tt«l. 

GOODMAN.— THE  FATE   OF   HERBERT  WAYNE.    By  E.  J.G^^- 

man.  Author  of  "Too  Curious."    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  <»d. 

GOWTNGT-FIVETHOUSAND  miles"  in  a  SLEDGE:  A  Mid  win  t^ 

Journey  Across   Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uken,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss. 

GRAHAM.  —  THE    PROFESSOR'S"  WIFE  :   A  St^      By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap,  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

GREEKS    AND    ROMAMr"THE~TTFE~OF~THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  6fl. 

GREMW00DTJXME^S)71V0RKS~B  Y.      Cr.  Svo,  doth  extra,  3s.  «d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza   E.  Chase.      With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  (is. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
_   A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloih  extra,  5s.  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3«, 

(jRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA   MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grif- 
fith.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <Jd.  ;  pest  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

GRUNDY.-THE  DAY^~OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  Passage  in  the  Lile  ot 

9.  Yoqng  Man.     By  Svdney  Qru^dv.     Crown  Svo,  dcth  cxfra,  '.in,  Od, 
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UABBERTON   (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies  ■•),  NOVELS    BY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  tis.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  tjs.  6d.  each. 
BRUETON'S  BAYOU. j  COUNTRY   LUCK. 

HAIR,    THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pixcus.     Crown  8vo.  1<*.  ;  cloth.  1%.  ttil. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.    Cr.  8vo.  ci.  ex  ,  ««.  each.' 

MEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW,  j      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  8s. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  GiLBErx,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  8vo.  c:oth  extra.  Ts.  6*1. 

HALLTDAY  (ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY"PAPERS.     Post  Svo.  bds.,  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     Witn  over  loo  Facsim.ies 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  Svo.  cloth  limo.  iSs.  iiti. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    Easy  Tncks,    White    Magic,   Sleight   of  Hand,  &c7 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  ertra.  4*.  <mI. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL   WYNTER'S~SACRIFICE.     2sT 
HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Tess."   With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.   Crown  Svo. 
cloth  extra,  3<*.  6<1. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  *i>*.  ;  cloth  limp.  *2s.  61I. 

HARPEX (CHARLES  G.),    WORKS  BY.      Demy  Svo.  clotb  extra,  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROMPADDINGTON  TO  PENZANCE;  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramo.  105  lUusts. 

HARWOOD.— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.     Post 

Svo.  illustrated  boards.  '£'*. 

HAWETS    (MRS.     H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.       Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  «^.  each. 
THE   ART   OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  gt  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illusirations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.     With  32  IlkTsTrations.     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Oil. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.     Demv  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  «<l. 
CHAUCER    FOR   CHILDREN.     ^8  lUusts.  f3  Coloured).     Sm.  ito,  c1.  extra.  Ss.  6cl. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving.    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus    Ward, 
M ARK  Twain,  and  Bret  Hapte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  (i-z. 

HAWLEY  SMART.-WlTHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

IIawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  '.irt.  4>«1.  ;  post  Svo,  iilnstrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOME.       By  Nathaniel    Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages   from   the   Author's  Note-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 

Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  .'i».  0<I.  each  ;  post  bvo.  illustrated  boards,  2.s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  1        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME.  DAVID     POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  [  THE^PECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each. 

HISS  CADOGNA. |      LOYE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS-    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover.  Is. 


HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW    THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  Os. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.cloth  limp, -Js.Cd.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON:   A  Novel.     Cr.Svo.  cl.  e\tra,:U.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds..  'Js. 

HENDERSON.-AGATHA   PAGET  A  Novel.      By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  exlta,  .'is.  tt<I. 

HENTY.-RUJUB,  THE  JUGGLER.     By  G.  A.  Henty.    With  8  Illus- 

trations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  .5s. 
HERMAN. -A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry   Herman.  joint-Author 
ot  "The  Bishops'  Bib'e.'     Pest  Svo,  illust: ated  boards,  3s.;  cioth  extra,  ^s.  iid. 
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HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds..  ISs. 

HERfZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68.    

HESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. ^3d^ 

HILL  (HEADON).-ZAMBRA  THE  DETECTIVE.    By  Headon'  HillT 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cl oth,  3s.  6«1. 

HILL  (JOHN,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post  Svo, 'j.«». j        THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR.  Three  Vols. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  lia.  iU\. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  ex.,  3s.  tid. 

flOEY.—THELOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  CashelJHoey.  Post  8vo^2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD(J~0"HN).^NIA^ARASFRAY.~~Crown^vo,  is. 
HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Uoi,mes.  M.P.     Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  <>d. 

HOLMES  (OLrVER~WENDE LL^T WO RK S  B Y. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by   J.    Gordon 

Thomson.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp  3«.  <mI. — Another  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth,  *3«. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OP  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ij.'g. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)'CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7>i.  6il. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND   ODDITIES.     With  85  Illusts.     Post  Svo,  half-bound.  3*<. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOVv^SERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE :  A 

Noah's  Arkasological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Bruston 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  63. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  incTiTdli^hi^ 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  ISons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  .\uthor, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  Gd. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY :    A  Novel.     Bflvlrs.   Geor^^ 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  '^!*. 

HOPKINS.— '"TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUfYT^'  A  Novel.      BfTi^uE 

Hopkins.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  Ms. 

HORNE. — ORION:  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.     Tenth  Edition.    Cr. Svo.  cloth  extra,  j'*. 

HUNGERFORD   (MRS.),  AutiroF^ot    "  M"^ly"l3^^v^""K0VEL~S   'BY: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2.*.  6«1.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   I    IN  DURANCE  VILE,   i   A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL.  ^i A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  YERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ds.  6d. 

THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

HUNT.-ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c.     Edited  by  Edmunp  Ollter.     Post  Svo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd..  tjs. 

HUNT  (MRSTALFRED),  N0VELS""BY;  ' 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Jis.  <ld.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  9.s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |_  SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNIGROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  Svo,  iilustrated  boards,  2s. 
MRS.  JULIET.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «<1. 


HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crov/n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tin.  Gd. 

HYDROPHOBIA  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  Technique  of 
his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  <i». 

TDLER(THE):  A  Monthly  Magazine.  Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 
and  Robert  E.  Barr.  Profusely  Illustrated,  Sixpence  Monthly.  The  first  Four 
Volumes  are  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  5s,  each ;  Cases  for  Binding,  li^.  Otl. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  h^s^^ 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Tht^m.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLEiTs 

MANUAL.     By  J.  Trevor-Davii; s.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  ttil. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGSHOF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gd. 

JAMESON.— MY  DEAD  SELF.  By  William  Jameson.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2«.  G<1. 

JANVIER. -PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <» s .^ 

JAPP.— DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  SONNETST&e.   ByA.H.jAPP.  LL.D. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

JAY   (HARRIETT),    NOVELS   BY.      Po.t  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN.         |    THE   QUr.EN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  doth  limp,  2s.  «d.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE  OF  THE   FIELDS.  I   THE   OPEN  AIR. 

'***  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6is.  each. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By~WALTER  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion      With  a  Photograph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  ;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  Svo,  cj^, Jis. 

JEROME.— STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2j^ 

JERROLD.-THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
JERROLD  (TOM),   WORKS  BY.  PostSvo,  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,ls.«d. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  28. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  e^^tra,  rs.  6d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  ot  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford,  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 


JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  01  the  Jews."     With  5 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  12s.  fid. 


KEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 
Robert  Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 

KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY  THE   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keysek. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. ^ 

KINGr  (R.~A^HE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.Svo.d..  Ss.Od.  ea.,  Post8vo,bds    2s.  ea. 

A  DRAWN   GAME. |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Po3t  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PA^  SI  JN'S  SLAVE.  '         BELL  BARRY. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 

Knight.  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  iitl. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne.  K.T.   Cr.  8vo.  rl.  ex.  6w. 

IAMB'S    (CHARLESlT COMPLETE    WORKS,    in    Prose    and  Verse, 

including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd,     With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 

of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'"    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  ts.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tJs.  6il. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait. Fcap.  8vo.  hf.-bd.,  2^..  W«l._ 

LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  peer-stealing,  igth  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  '3b.  6«1. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d.  each. 

LaRWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od. 
ANECDOTES  OF   THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  p.iper  and  half-bound,  Ha, 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  iis.  lid.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. |  THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN.— HARRY  FLUDYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE.    By  R.  C.  Leh 

MANN.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  'is.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.   Post  8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 

LIFETN~L0ND0N  ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Ts.  6d. [New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limpT^s.  6d.  eachT" 

WITCH  STORIES. |         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs.  each. 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  lONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.         "MY  LOVE!"    |  SOWING  THE  WIND. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. I   PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  tjs.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 
THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  from  Works  of  Mrs.  L.  Linton.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  'Js.  fid. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numersjiis  Illustrati^ 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By^llENRV  W.  Lucy.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  ].  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  fis. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.    Bv  Agnes  Macdo.nell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  fi<l. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  iSso.  Four  Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Itis.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  oi  ibS6,  in  Two  Vols., 
larse  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 
—  Aho  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'i^.  <id. 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR    GEORGES.      Four  Vo's.  demy   8vo,   cloth   extra. 

ltj«*.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &:  II.  ready. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  3<».  6fl.  each:   post  ::vo,  iliust.  bds..  '.i"*.  each  :  cl.  limp,  3s. ttd. each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR   SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A   SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAHIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  DICTATOR.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3!i.  6cl. 

RED  DIAMONDS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Jlstin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extr.^.  <»■<. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols..  Svo,  13^.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  «a(/v. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo.  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  tid. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  History.  i793-i3S6.     down  Svo,  cloth,  «». 
HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  bvo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  «d. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Ss. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  pictu^re  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  lg>.  6d. 
DOOM!  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 
DOLLY  :  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  (id. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is,  ;  cloth  limp,  I*.  Od. 
THE   THOUSAND  AND   ONE    DAYS:    Persian  Tales.    With  2  Photogravures  by 
Stanlfv  L.  Wood.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  half-bound.  1'3s. 

MACDONALD  (tiEOKGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  doth 

case.  21s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  ^s.  ttd.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs, 

„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„Vin.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle,— The  Broke.-* 
Swords.— The  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE^llACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  voh.,  crov.-n  Svo,  buckram,  12s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  .5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  »s.  6d. 

filACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS :    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  Svo.  cloth  hmp,  2s.  6d. 

MACKAY.— INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES  ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  C^.  _ 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates.  B.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7*.  tid.  _ 
MACQUOTD  (MRS.),  WORKS  BY.  Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each.  ' 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.  With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoip., 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     Wither  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stqrigs.    |         J^OST  ROS^. 
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MAGIG  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Djree^tions.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.    io  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  P?riormances  with  Cups  and  Balls; 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience,  Edited  by  VV.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  48.  6cl. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  With  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5g, 

MALmCK~(W.  tt:)rWORKS~BY. 

tMS  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  38.;  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 
POEMS.     Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  Svo, 
il  ustrated  boards,  38. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B, 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  8V0,  ClOth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  lllusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  ttd.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  39.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  2u  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations, 
THE  ADVENTURES  OP  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  lllusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  lllusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  «s«. ;  post  Svo,  illust. bds.,  38. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  Si  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

MARRYAT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS  BY.    Postl^^iTi^st.  boards,  as.each. 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

OPEN  !   SESAME  I  I  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 


MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tfs. 

MASTERMAN:=HALF-A-D0ZEN    daughters  :   A  Novel.      By  J, 

Masterman.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

HAYHEW. -LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  lllusts.   Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

"MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :    Poems  by  Adah  Isaacs  Menken.    "  wTth 

Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

MERRICK.-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "  Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.    By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  lllusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*t,  6«i. 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo.illugt.  board?,  38.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO^^ 1    MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life. 

By  Mrs,  F.  Fenwick  Miller.    With  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6(|( 
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HILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  1 8.  each;  cloth,  is.  «cl.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIH. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD ?  Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS  BY.  down  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.  With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wooo. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  V/ood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  28. 

THAT  GIRL   IN   BLACK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  1».  6il. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2». 
PROSE  AND  YERSE.    With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs   of    Lord 
Byron.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7»,  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,illust.  boards,  ij-*.;  cloth,  28. 6d. 
THE    DEAD   MAN'S  SECRET;    or.  The   Valley    of   Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  58.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  5s. 

MURRAY  (D.   CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <><l.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2h.  each. 
A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.  :   WAY  OF  THE  WORLD,   BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

JOSEPH'S  COAT.  A  MODEL  FATHER.         A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  N.\TURE, 

COALS  OF  FIRE.  I   OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.     FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 

YAL  STRANGE.  I    HEARTS.  I  CYNIC  FORTUNE.  BOB      MARTIN'S      LITTLE 

TIME'S  REVENGES.   Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Qd.  [GIRL. 

A  WASTED  CRIME.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

IN  DIREST  PERIL.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


THE  MAKING  OF  A   NOYELIST  :    An   Experiment  in   Autobiography.     With  a 
Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  Svo.  Irish  linen,  Os. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra    3s.  G<l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 
ONE  TRAYELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  I  THE  BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  28.  ea.;  cl.,  28.  Gd.  ea. 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     |         A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 

tJEWBOLT. -TAKEN  FROM   THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards.  l8.  6tl. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*. Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  YIHCENT.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  28.  Gd. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  Svo,  cloth  extra.  ys.Gd. 

NORRIS.— ST.  ANN'S  :  A  Novel.   By  W.  E.  Norris.  Two  Vols.  [Shortly. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),   NOVELS   BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
^  THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |         A  LAST  LOYE. 
_      A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth.  38.  Gd . ,  post  Svo,  picture  boards.  28. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE   PATH.  |         WHITELADIES. 
THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).-LIFE   AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DIANS;  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail,    icolliusis.by  P.  Frenzeny.    Crown  bvo.  3s.  Gd. 

O'REILLY  (MR5. ):-  PH^BET^FORTUNES.    Poit  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  tis.  each. 
MOTHS.    I    PIPISTREILO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUKE. 
IN  MAREMMA. 
BIMBI.  1      SYFLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFING. 


FOLLE-FARINE 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL.  I  SIGNA. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.       I  IDALIA.  

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.     With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.     Square  bvo,  cloth,  Os. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,   3s.  6d. ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.     Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  G*. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sn.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  ^s. 

PAGE  (H.  A.),   WORKS^T:  " 

^     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     With  Portrait.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6«1. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  Nevy  Principle.   Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  5*. 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 
TORY OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.  By  Joseph  Grego.  A  New  Edition, 
with  0^  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  tod. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL   LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and    Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  tif*. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 
piece  by  Helen  Paterson.     Ci  own  Svo,  cloth,  lirt.  <i«l. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.  ti«. 


PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3n.  0«l.  each;  post  Svo, 

LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD.  " 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY.  1  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


ustrated  boards.  2«.  each. 
A  GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM   EXILE. 
THE   CANON'S  WARD. 
THE   TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 
HOLIDAY  TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM  TALES. 
THE   MYSTERY  OP  MIRBRIDGB. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^8.  each. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.!  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:   A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD, 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  tofl.  each. 
A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood, 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION;    Stories  of  Marine  Adventure,    With  17  Illusts. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  "  NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  1».  <>«l. 

rjLJNWii-LL  (W.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,ci..«s.«dTeach. 

PUCK   ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G,  Pu  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell, 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo  is.  each;  doth  l*.6«I.each, 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  |  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  <><l , 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is, 
LADY  LOVELACE,    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^s, 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORK^  BY.  ~ 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  lUusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  7»,  6d. 
SONGS  AMD  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl..6w. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    With  Notes  andTife 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.    Langhorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols  .  demv  Svo,  lOs.  6«I. 

POE'STEDGAR  ALLANTCHOICE  works,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Imro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7».  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,  &c.     Post  Svo.  iiiustrated  boards,  tjs. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  svo.  iiiust.  bd^^.  t>..  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.      (  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.     Three  Vois..  crown  Svo.     

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  .3".  Gil.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
VALENTINA.                 |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 
GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  "boards.  Us.  

PRINCESS   OLGA.— RADNA  ;   or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  estra.  G'*.  

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  »!«.  «d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  bvo,  G». 
FAMILIAR   SCIENCE   STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  ««. 

SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.  tO<.  <»€!. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6-. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  Witti  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  «». 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  <id. 

PRYCE.— MISS   MAXWELL'S    AFFECTIONS.      By  Richard  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  :is.  f>d.  ;   rost  Svo,  illust.  boards.,  2-. 

DAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.    By  J.  Rameosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Iliusts.    Crowr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttil. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT   ABIGAIL   DYKES:    A  Novel.     By  Lt. -Colonel 

GsoRGE  Randolph.  U.S.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  Gd. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  :{<*.  Gd.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes.  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  EDiT:oy. 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  tin.  «id.— And  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Wgfi-i.sgton   and  Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 

Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  Svo.  ttd. ;  cloth,  Is. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  2s.  G«I. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pin  well.— Also  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  portrait  cover.  Od.  ;  cloih,  Ix. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOYE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust.  Helkn  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,   &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE.  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    i:ii:sts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Kseni?. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  bv  Charles  Keene.-AIso  a 

Cheap  Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  ttd. ;  cloth.  Is. 
HARD  CASH.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  Geot^ge  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  bv  Thomas  Coulderv. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  SiC. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  .Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA,    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies^of  David,  Pauf,  &c.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette.  Is. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 

Eizsvir  Edition.   4  vols.,  post  Svo,  each  with  Front.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram  tis. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  iid.  each;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.each. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER. |  IDLE  TALES. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  gilt,  r*.«d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY   TOV/NS.     With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illasts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

RIVES.— BARBARA  DERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author  of  -  The 

Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6ri. ;  postSvo,  illust.  bds..  3m. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  28. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  tin.  <id. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  gs. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Os.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.                                I  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE  POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  5is. 
ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE~1    A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

ROWLEY    (HON.    HUGH),   WORKS^Y.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6cl.  each. 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MORE  PUNIANA.     Proiusel y  lUustralcd. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.     Post  Svo,  bds.,  3«.  ea. ;  cl.,  a«.  «i.l.  ea. 

SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.  I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 

SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS.  | 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK  FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OP  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^^ I    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  lis.  (id.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  0<l.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  Svo.  illust.  boards.  28.;  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 

QAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^            Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3<.  Od.  each  ;    post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.                  |         THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S. 
Fcao.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  tfd.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 
TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (i68S  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Od. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),   NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  tid.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY.  ~~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2^.  each, 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE, 

\       THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 
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SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  Svo,  illusirated  boards.  2'S. ;  cloth,  'is.  6rf. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  lit!. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),    WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAHMERGAD)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  38.  <id. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  i5  Illusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA,      Post  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  Gd. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    Wi:h  Illusis..  coloured  and  plain,  by  ).  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4to.  3«.  6d. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN   OF   TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.     By  Willi.^.m 

Sharp.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  its. 

SHELLEY.— THE  Complete  works  in  verse  and  prose  of 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited.   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by   R.    Herne 
Shepherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3«j.  iiil,  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     1.  Introduction  by  the  Editor:  Posthun^.c-is  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with. Stock  dale;  The  Wandermj  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddaio  ;   SweUfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  Til.  Posthumous  Poenis;   I  he  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irv>iie ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  I.ettersto  Leig-h  Hurt,  and  some  Minor  'Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays;   Letiers  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  Shellev. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 


SKERARD  (R.  H.).— rogues  :    A    Novel.      Crown  Svo,  1.^. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  -  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.  H.  SHERIDAN.  W^ith  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth.  '-J4s. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Vs'ritings.  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches  and  Joke?.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  hf.-bound,  78.  Oil. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  Svo.  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  2s. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE   SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.  half-parchment,  13s.  6d. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  E.  Grosart,  P.P.      Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards.  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  qj.  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6d. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each:  cloth  limp.  38.  6<1.  eaca. 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING   0'   BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  6o  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. j      MY  TWO  WIVES. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 
THE   CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |  DAGONET  DITTIES. 

SISTER  DORA  :  A  Biography.  By  Margaret  Lonsdale.  With  Four 
Illustrations.     Pemy  Svo,  picture  cover.  4il.;  cloth,  6«l. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     By  Arthur  Sketchley- 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,    Historical,  and   Anec- 

dotal.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  iid. 


SMITH  (J.   MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6«1. 
TALES   OF   OLD   THULE.     With  nmneTOUs  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6**. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  «h. 


SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.       By   A   Foreign    Resident.       Crown  8vo, 
Im.  :  cloth.  Is.  <mI. 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS:  The  Upper  Ten 'Ihousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  tts. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADiEU;       By    Lord    Henry    SolviiR^^ 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  tts^ 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETH  AITDEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     ByT.  A.  SpAr,niNG.  LL.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),   NOVELS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illii^.trated  boartis.  'Js.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I      THE   GOLDEN   HOOP. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  |      BACK  TO  LIFE. 

HOODWINKED;     and    THE    SANDY- I      THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 

CROFT  MYSTERY. l_A"^GO'S  ROMANCE. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  l.s.  ««!.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  | WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT   MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.  By  M.  H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations 
by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  tin,  ftd. 

STARRY~MAVENS^tHE)T"-ArPoETicAL  BirI^  R^l 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1. 

STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESST~With  an 

Analj'Sis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  p5s.  

STEDMAN  (E.   C),  WORKS  BY: 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  O'*. 

THE   i^OETS  OF  AMERICA.     Grown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Qs. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale,    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  extra,  lis.  Jill.;  po-^t  Svo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

ST^ENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.cl.  limp,  2s.  «J,I.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.     Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  <Js.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Ediliou. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.      ]    BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition,    Crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
THE   SUICIDE   CLUB;   and  THE    RAJAH'S    DIAMOND.     (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  5s.  [Shottly. 

PRINCE  OTTO.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to   the   Rev.   Dr.    Hyde.      Second    Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper.  Is. 

StODTO:RD:^^imMMER^RUrslNG"m  TM  south  STAST   By 

C.  Warren^ Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Walus  Mackav.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  :is.  Gd. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELlSTST  With  Notices  by  HsEENl^d 

Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  Svo.jcloth  extra.  Ss.^d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  board?,  2s. 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  TArFOUND^lN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  Svo, 

illusj^rated^oards,  2s. 

STRANGE'^ECRETSrToldbTCoN.'^N  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ENCE  Marrvat,  &c.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 
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STRUTT'S    SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES    OF    THE     PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     VVith  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  78.  6tl. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A   TALE   OF   A    TUB.      Post  Svo,  half-bound,  is. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  Bv  J.  Churtox  Collins.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  »*. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C.        ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedv.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  ivo.  63.  i    A  NOTE  ON  CHARLO-m:  BRONTE.     Cr.  Svo.  63. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  Svo.  6s.  SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown  8^-o,  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Trajedy.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  '    STTTDIES  IN  SONG.     Crov.r.  Svo.  Ts. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   FIRST  SERIES.   Crown  |    MARY  STUART:    ATrs^eiv.    Crown  8vo.  8i. 

Svo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s.  '    TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.'   Crown  Kvo,  9s. 
POEMS    AND    BALLADS.       Seco.vd    Series.        A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    SmaU4to.  83. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s.  A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

POEMS  &  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  ?vo.  73.         MARINO  FAIJERO  :    A  Tragedv.     Crown  8vo,  6a. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo.  10s.  6d.  A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  Svo.  63. 

BOTHWELL  :    .\  Tr?.?edv.     Crown  Svo.  123.  6d.  M'SCELLANIES.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 

SONGS   OF  TWO  NATIONS.     Crown  Svo,  6s.  LOCRtNE  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo.  6s. 

GEORGE    CHAPMAN.     {See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP-         A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.     Crown  Svo.  73. 

M.\NS  Works.)    Crown  8vo,6s.  THE  SISTERS  :    A  Tragedv.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.     Crown  8ro,  12s.  A3TR0PHEL,  &c.     Crown '8.0,  78.  iShortty. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crown  hvo.  cioth  extra,  78.  6d. 

TAINE'S    HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE     Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  5vo,  cl.  bds.,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,laree  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  1.5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  ^Iode^n  Writers.     Post  ovo,  cloth  limp,  tis. 

TAYLOR  (DRTJ^  E.,  F.LS.),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  each. ~ 
THE  SAGACITY   AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 

of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.  With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.  331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NAT UKALIST.     With  365  Illustrations. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL   DRAMAS.     Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare, Twist   Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 

Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn.''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  tfd. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Cro%vn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <is. — Cheap  Edition,  post  Svo, 
portrait  cover.  !•*. ;  cloth.  Is.  <mI. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  <»d. 

THAMES. -A   NEW   PICTORIAL   HISTORY    OF    THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations      Post  Svo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  <id. 

THIERS.-HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  OF  FRANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  Thiers.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Steebing.  Nev.-  Edition,  reset  in  a  specially-cast  type,  with  36  Steel  Plates. 
12  vols.,  demy  Svo,  ci.  ex.,  12s.  each.    (Monthly  Volumes,  beginning  September,  i8q3.) 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  d.,  .-Js.  6il.  ea. ;  post  Svo.  is.  ea. 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.     |         PROUD   MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boai db.  ijs. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  'i*, 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE   OF  J.   M.   W.   TURNER.      With  Illustri- 
lions  in  Co:oars.      Crown  Svo.  cioth  extra.  7«.  <»<1. 

Po-t  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  'JJs.  each. 
OLD  9TQRIES  RE-TOLD,  |    T1LE9  FOR  TH5  MARINES, 
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TIMES   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  e.I.  each" 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:    Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 

tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk.  &c.     48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONYirNdVELS^Y^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lli*.  6tl.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  borrds,  tis.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  1    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '^h.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                              I    AMERICAN   SENATOR. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE.   

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us,  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.). -DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust.  bds.,  >^^". 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow: 

BRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 

TYTLER  (C.   C.   ERASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  ti», 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, '^s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  1    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL. I    THE  BLACKBALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 
WHAT  SHE   CAME  THROUGH.           I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 
CITOYENNE   JACQUELINE                        DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. |    THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

TJNDERHILL.— WALTER  BESANT  :  A  Study.    By  John  Underbill. 

^     With  Portraits.     Crown  Svo,  Irish  linen,  68. [Shortly. 

UPWARD.— THE  QUEEN  AGAINST  OWEN.     By  Allen  Upward. 

With  a  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttfl. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER.     By  the  Writer  of  "Belle's"  LeUeFs'Tn  T/i^ 
World.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

VrLLMri7^^XlD0UBLE~B0ND.~^y  LindT  Villari.    Fcap.  Sv^,  Is. 


WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

»  '     WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES   OF  THE   UNITED  KINGDOM  (1SC41.    Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,    Marriag'e,  Education,   &c..   of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses, 

Clubs,  &c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  eilt.  50s. 
WALFORD  S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND   KNIGHTAGE  (18941.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  123.  fid. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE   (1894).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Iriih  Peers,  &c.     32mo.  cloth,  is. 
WALFORDS   SHILLING  BARONETAGE   (1894\    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notii-cs.  Addresses.  &c.     32mo,  cloth,  Js. 
WALFORDS    SHILLING    KNIGHTAGE    (1894).     Containing   a   Li,t   of  the   Knights   of  the   United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices.  Addresses,  &c.     ^2nio,  cloth,  Is. 
WALFORDS  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1894).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parliament,  their  Addresses.  Clubs,  etc.     32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD  S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 

(1894).     Royal  32mo,  cloth,  gilt  edge^Ss^ 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

WALT    WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.       Edited,    with    introduction,    by 
William  M.RossETTi.   With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  68. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER ;   or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  antique.  7."*.  6«1. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS^Y.  ~ 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  a4.«, 
MY   LIFE   WITH   STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller. 
-  F.K  G.S.     Post  Svo,  ti^. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

WARNER. -A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY^      i3y   Ciiahi.es  Dudley 
W/.RNER,    Crown  Svo  cloth  extra  6s, 
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WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  Ly  14  in.     28. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     2a. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lii.lias  Wassek'^javn. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

WEATHER,    HOW   TO  FORETELL  THE,   WITH   POCKET  SPEC- 
TROSCOPE.   By  F.  vV.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  1^.  ;  cloth,  1«.  0<l. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds,  287 
WHIST. -HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abr.^ham  S.  Wilk^ 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     New  Edition.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE.-THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White.  M.A.     Post  8vo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    Witb  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
A  VINDICATION   OF  PHRENOLOGY.      With  over  40  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. [Shottly. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo.  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2S9  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  68. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  cl.,  l8.6d. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  Svo,   Ulustrated   boards,  28.  each; 
cloth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 
CAVALRY  LIFE.  !  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illusirations  by  E,  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardv.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORLAL 

AFRICA.     By  Hermann  von  Wissmann.     With  92  Illusts.     Demy  Svo.  16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards.  2s. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.    Post  Svo.  boards,  2s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.-RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;   or.   Love  and  Theology.    By 

Celia  Parker  Woolley.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  28.  6<l. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  6d.  each. 

CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 

HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE  AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN. -MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wynman.    With  13 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«l. 

YATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

^    LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     I      CASTAWAY. 

7OLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
^    THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetellv.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 

THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot, 

DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

MONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

EMILE   ZOLA:    A  Biography;    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits,  Illustrations, 
and  Facsimile  Letter.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  129. 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN  SERIES. 

*^*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  XavieR 

DE   MaISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dicltens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb's  Letters. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echa 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  Englc^iid. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gel.  per  Volume. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwooh. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
Bv  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 
Corner. 


:  fceiections. 


Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S   LIBRARY 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Xircus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  J{s.  G<1.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Hingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters,  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.   Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

TuLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    ByJ.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.    By  A.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.  J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom  t    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H,  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    By  Jas.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.     By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W,  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Steve>7son. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villa-^i. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn   I  Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.    |   A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alden. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.E.Coleridge.  ]  Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.  Grant  Allen. 
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MY     LIBRARY.     Printed  on  laid  paper, 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.    I 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William    1 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor.  I 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin.  I 


post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe.  2^.  6*1.  each. 
Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade. 

With  a  Photosravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    PostSvo. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37lllu3ts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  S5  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Mooke. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Olliep. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  S**.  eath. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Sv.ift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Piays  by  Richard  Brinsley  i>HERiDA>i. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.     T.  Larwood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.     Illustratei. 
The  Autocrat  of    the  Breakfast-Table 

an  i  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 

Tab'.e.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6cl.  each. 


By  F.  .11.  AL.L,E3f. 

Green  as  Grass. 

By  OKA>T  A1,J.E.\. 


Philistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


ThG  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Mairaie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter.  |  Blood  Royal. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 

By  EOWI.\  I..  AR^Of-I>. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  AL.AX  ?^r.  AlBV^i. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity,  i  The  Junior  Dean. 
The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

Bv  Rer.  S.  BARING  C;Ot'I.I>- 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  ROBERT    BARR. 
In  Steamer  Chair  I  From  Whose  Bourne 

By  \%\  BESAIVT  &  J.  Rll  E. 
My  Little  GirL         I  By  Celia's  Arbcur. 
Caseof  Mr.Lucraft.    Monks  of  Thelema, 
ThisSonofYulcan.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.     I  Ten  Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crov^n. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAETER    BESA^T. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room.    |  Herr  Paul  us. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair  I  The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  Forster.     j  The  Holy  Rose. 
Uncle  Jack.  |  Armorel  of  Lyon- 

Childrenof  Gibeon.       esse. 


St.  Katherine's  by 
the  Tower. 


Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis. 
By  ROBERT    BlXIf  A.VA>. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.    |      Matt. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  I     Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         I  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HAEE   CA1>E. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      '  The  Deemster. 


By  .llAt'EAREX  COB  BAN. 

The  Red  Sultan. 

iiORT.  &  fra:vces  C'0EEI.>S. 

Transmigration,  i  Blacksmith&Scholar. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Village  Comedy,     i  Ysu  Play  Me  False. 
By  WIJ.JHLIE    C'OEEI.'N.'^. 

Armadale.  1  The  Frozen  Deep.  ' 


The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leave?. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


After  Dark 
Ko  Name. 
Antonina.  I  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  C'OOfiv. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  E1>WARL>  U.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECTT.    COTE?*. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  IIATT    €'Ri:»I. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  31.  CROIiER. 
Diana  Harrington.  I  PrettyHiss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride.  A  Bird  of  Passaso. 

AFamilyLikeness.  |  "To  Let." 

By   WIELIA-H   CVPI.E.-8i. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

Bv  AEPHOXSE   BACDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By   ERAS  Hi!*    DAWSOX. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JA-tlES  BE  .111 EEE. 
A  Castle  in  Snain. 

By  J.  IiE'lTII   DERWE.XT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears,  i     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  BICK   BONO  VAX 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Man  from  Manchester. 

By  A.  CO\A.\    BOVEE. 
The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 
By  llrs.  ANNIE   EBW.VRBES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  O.  IIANVIEEE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress,  i  Witness  to  the  Deed. 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED    BY 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  PliKCV   FITZOERAJLD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  K.  E.  FBANCIIil^OlV. 

Queen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  King  or  Knave. 

Dog  &  his  Shadow.  |  Ropes  of  Sand. 
fi» ref.  by  Sir  BABTi.E  FKE  KE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 
JEI>.  OABBETT.-TheCapel  Girls. 

By  PAUi,   OAUI.OT. 
The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARLES  OIBBOIV. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   E.   GX.AlVVII.i:.E. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I     The  Fossicker. 
A  Fair  Colonist.       | 

By  E.  J.  GOOUi^IAIV. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIJL,   ORIFFITII. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  CJBIJIVBV. 
The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOHIAS  HAROV 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    |     Sally  Dows. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client.  |         Susy. 
A  Protegee  of  Jaclt  Hamlin's. 

By  JUJLIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  (  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 
BySir  A.HEI.PS.— Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

Bt  ITlis.  HUNCJERFOKO. 
I  adv  Verner's  Flight. 

IBy  Mrs.  AliFKEB    H8JNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 
By  R.  ASIEE    KlNtJ. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.  i.YNN  JLINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"My  Lovel"  I  Sowing  the  Wind- 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY    W.  I.aJCJV. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.  |  The  Dictator. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  «EOKGE  MACDONAl>». 
Heather  and  Snow. 

By  A«NES   MACBONEIili. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  BERTRAM    MITFORB. 
The  Gun-Runner.  |  The  King's  Assegai. 
The  Lack  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 


The  Piccadilly  ^3/6)  Novei^s— continued. 
By  ».  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.      Val  Strange. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.      Time's  Revenges. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 

By  MURRAY   &-.   HERMAN. 
The  Bishops' Bible.  |  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

By  HUME    NISBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 

By  OEORC^ES   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

JSy  OUIl>A. 
Held  in  Bondage,   j  Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CocilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Ti'icotrin.    I    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess    Haprax- 

Ine. 

By  MAR«ARET  A.  PAUU.. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

J8y  JAMES   PA YN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
A  Confidential  A{|ent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge 
The  Canon's  Ward. 


Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I   Ruffino. 
Pipistrello. 
AYillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes.!  Cthmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.l  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 


Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
PRFtf'K. 
I  The  Foreigners, 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxv. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
Talk  of  the  Tov/n. 

By  E,  C. 
Yalentina. 
Mrs.  Lancaster's  RivaL 

By  RICHARD  PBYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CIIARI.es  R£:ADE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation.  |    The  Jilt. 
Singleheart  and  Doubletace. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 


Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Kater. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 


By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDEI.1^. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 
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The  Piccadilly  (^/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  A.^I££.I£   R1V£!§. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  \y.  ROBI.'V!!$ON. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Bt  W\  CI.AKK    Ri:S«EI.I.. 
Ocean  Tragedy.  |  My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  JOH^f    SAl'>l>ERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      I    Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  Wheel.     I    Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINE   SAUiVBERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         i  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.        |  Sebastian. 

By  IIAT^EEY^   8:TL4.KT. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STERIVBALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    TOOiTIAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  I  The  Violin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TR0t,L01»E. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— co«/i««ri. 

By  IVAN  TTRGEMEFF,  Ac. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  ANTHONV  TR0I.1.0PE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     1  Land-Leaguers. 
Marion  Fay.  |  The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-Ti'TI^ER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  ^ARAII  TYTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass,    i  Lady  Beil. 
Buried  Diamonds.  !  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By   .HARK   TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant. 
The  £1,000.000  Bank-note. 

By  AELEN   IP  WARD. 
The  Queen  Against  Owen. 

By  jr.  .^.  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 

B  y  Tf  A  K  G  A  R  E  T   W  \  N?I  A  N. 
My  flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOEA. 
The  Dov/nfall.         I     Dr.  Pascal. 
The  Dream.  |      Money. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3.*.  each. 


By  ARTE.IIUS   WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  £B:TI0NI>  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  ha:?iii.ton  aibe. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  ?IARV    AEBERT. 

Brooke  Flnchley's  Daughter. 

By  3Ir8.  AEEXANI>ER. 

Maid,Wife,orWidow?  i  Valerie'   Fate. 
By  GRANT  At,T,EN. 

Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand.  |     Blood  Royal. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
Great  Taboo.   |   Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 

By    E.    EESTER    ARNOI.I>. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AEAN  ST.  AL'BYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 
The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

By  Rer.  S.  BARING   GOUEO. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life.  \  Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.   Honest  Davie. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.  A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  !  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 

By  \V.  BE.*^ANT   &  J.  RIl'E. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  I  By  Celia's  Arbour. 
My  Little  Girl.  Monks  of  Thelema. 

CaseofMr.Lucraft.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.    '  Ten  Years' Tenant, 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet, 


By  WAETER    BE S  A  NT. 

Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Hen. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

AH  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Y/ent  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  I  The  Holv  Rose. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  |  The  Ivory  Gate. 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis. 

BySHEESEE  Y  BEAtXIIA.^IP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  A.TIB  ROSE  BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOA'EE. 
Camp  Notes.  (  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET   HARTE. 
Californian  Stories.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.  I  Haruja. 
A  PhyUis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROED   BRn>GEm. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the    The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.    The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.     Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.       The  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HAEE    CAINE. 
The  Shadov/  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CA.HERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  ?Irs.  EOVETT  CA.lIEROiY. 
Pecelvers  Ever.       !  Juliet's  Guardian. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


Two-Shilling  Hovei^s— continued. 
By  AUSTIIV   CIiAJR£. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

JBy  IUbs.  AK€It£R  C1.1VE. 
Paul  FerroU. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  I^fACIiAUEIV   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AlitiSTOIV   COIililNS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MOKT.  &  FRAIVCES  COI.I.INS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Fight  with  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  YouPlaymc  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  |  Frances. 
By  ^VaiiliiE    €OI.ff.«IVW. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |   Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Lifp. 

B5y  I^B.  .1.  COIiQUIIOUN. 
Every  inch  a  Soldier. 

By  DiJTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EOBEBT   CiRAUOOCS*. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

ByiWATT    CRIitl. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  JI.  CBOKEB. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington.    I  Proper  Pride. 
"To  Let."  I         A  Family  Likeness. 

JSv  ^Y.  CYPl^ES.-Hearts  of  Gold. 

Ky  AI.PIIONSE    BAaJlBKT. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  EBSASMtTQ  l>AW!?»lft;V. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAITIES  I>E   M1I.I.E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  .¥.  I.EITIl   DERWEIVT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CIlARliES   1>ICMEI\'S. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Hickleby. 

By  »aCI£  BONOVAIV. 
The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Last! 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Wanted  ! 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Receiied. 
Tracked  to  Doom.  |    Link  by  Link, 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
By  Mrs.  AIVIVIE  E»WAR1>ES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BE TIIAITl-EO  WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

Bv  EBAV.  EOOt.ESTON.— Roxy. 

By  O.   »IANVI£il.E    FEI^IN. 
The  New  Mistress, 


Two- Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  PERCY  FlTZC^ERAIiD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten,     |  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantorae. 
By  P.  FlTZOERAIiD  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

AI.BAIVY    I>E    FOIVBIiAIVQlJE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRAIVCII.I.OIV. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.  |  Romances  of  Law. 

By    IIAROfiD   FRE8>£RICK. 
Seth's  Brother's  Y/ife.  |    Lawton  Girl. 
Prel.  by  $^ir  BARTL.E  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 
ISAIIV  FRISWEt.Ii.-One  of  Two. 

By  EBWARB  CIARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  OIl.BERT  OAUJL. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  C1BAR1.es   GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.     Braes  of  Yarrow. 
What      will      the    The  Golden  Shaft. 

World  Say?  Of  High  Degree. 

In  Love  and  War.    Mead  and  Stream* 
For  the  King.  Loving  a  Dream. 

In  Pastures  Green.    A  Hard  Knot. 
Queen  of  Meadow.    Heart's  Delight. 
A  Heart's  Problem.    Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  ^VIt.t.IAiTI  011.BERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  ERNEST   OE.AIVVf liliE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 
By  HENRY  ORE VII^I^E. 
A  Noble  Woman.      |  Nikanor. 

By  CECll.   GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck, 

By  ANDREW  HA1.JL1WAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  t-atly  BCFFCS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  .1.  BERWflClt  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JIJI.IAN  HAWTHORN!:. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camei'a. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR   ABE  LPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    HENRY    HEKMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  HEADON  HII^L,. 
Zambra  the  Detective. 
By  JOHN  HIEE.-Treason-Felcny. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEr.    HOEY. 
Th3  Lover's  Creed. 
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Two-Shilling  "SovKVi— continue  J. 

Br  yivH.  OEOROE  UOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIOIIE    nOPKI^TS. 
Twixt  Love  and  Duty.  i 

By  -^r».  Ill.\<wEKFOKD.  j 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  Yile.    I    A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  I    A  Modern  Circe. 

Bv   llrs.  AL.FBEI>   Hl>T. 
Thomicroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Oiher  Person.    I  Leaden  Casket. 

Bv  JEA>    13iCJEI.O\V. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

\V-»I.  J  A.Tltlf^O^ — My  Dead  Self. 

Bv  IIAKKIETT   JAV. 

Dark  Colleen.       Queen  of  Connaught. 

By    UAKlv    lvEK>«iIlA\V. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  K.  A»11E    1CI>'0. 
k  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barry. 
By  JOIIX  I.EYS.-The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  I.\>.>   Ei->r<»>. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew. 
World  Well  Lost.      "My  Lovel" 
Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family, 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  IIE.MSV    W.  ETC  V. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

ByJl?»TIN    ITIcrARTIIV. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  !  Camiola. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  HLOII  .UA<XOEIi. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  Afi-NES  31ACI>0>EI.li. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

ttATHAKL-VE    S.  ?IACQUOIO. 
The  Evil  Eye.  I  Lost  Rose. 

Bv  W\  H.  31AL.EOt'lt. 
The  New  Republic. 
A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century. 

Bv  FEORE>t"E    31ARR\  A  r. 
Open!   Sesame!        |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  -UAJiiTERi^IAX. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 
By  BRAXDER  ?IATTHE\V.«*. 
A  Secret  of  the  Seau 

By  EI£O.^ARl>    7IERR1CK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN   ?I1I> DEE  MASS. 
Touch  and  Go.         |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  -Uis.  ITIOEES WORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

Bv  .1.  E.  .lit  BDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

By  -lit R RAY  and   HERJIAIV. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.  I  the  BishoDs'  Bible. 


T w o-S n : L I. : V r,   N o v f r. s — cor.tin u,d. 
By  1>.  l'iIRl.«iTlE    UL'RRAV. 

A  Model  Father.      I  Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Joseph's  Coat.  |  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  I  Way  of  the  World. 

Yal  Strange,  |  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature, 

First  Person  Singular. 

Bob  Marcin's  Little  Girl. 

By  HEXRV    .HIRRAV. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  |  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

By  lll-UE  M.'^BET. 
"  Bail  Up  : "  :  Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  AEICE    0'HA>E07*. 
The  Unforeseen.      i  Chance?  or  Fate? 

By  OEOROES  OH.VET. 
Dr.  Rameau.     Last  Love.    Weird  Gift. 

By  Urs.  OEIPIIA.Vr. 
Whiteladies.  i  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By    lIis.  ROBERT   O  REIEEV. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OriDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.     Tv/o  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore. 
Chandos.  Idalia. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.     |  Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

Signa.  ine. 

Princess  Naprax- 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I      Bimbi. 
Pipistrello.  'mune. 
A    Village    Com- 
Wanda.  |   Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremraa. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino.    I    Syrlin. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Ouida's     Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 


MARGARET  AOES  PALI.. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JA-TIES   PA  AX, 

Bentinck'3  Tutor.      By  Proxy 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves, 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted, 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Milliou. 
Sunny  Stories. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — contiuued. 

Ely  C.  i..  ff  IftKlM. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDOAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
By  ITIrs.  CAiUPBKI.I.  PBACD. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
By  £.  €.  PRI4J£. 
Yalentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Riyal.  |  Gerald. 

Bv  K1€HAKB   PKYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CIIABt.ES  BEABE. 
It  is  Kever  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone.  |  Double  Marriage. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love.  |  The  Jilt. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation.    |     Foul  Play. 
The  Wandering  Heir.    |  Hard  Cash. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Peg  Woffington.      I  A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.        I  Readiana. 
A  Perilous  Secret.  |  A  Woman-Hater. 

By  l^Irs.  J.  If.  RIBBEf.B.. 
Weird  Stories.        |  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse.     |      Idle  Tales. 
By  A1I1EI.IE   BI%ES. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBIIVSOIV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAiTlES  BUIVCIiflAIV. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CI.ABHL  BUSSEf.Ii. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
C^EOROE   AUCJUSTUS  SAB.A. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOIIIV   SAUNBERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATIIABIIVE   SAUNBEK)*. 
Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.         |  Sebastian. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OEOROE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.     |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph.        I        My  Two  Wives. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCIIXEV. 
A  Hatch  in  the  Dark. 

By  llAWtiEV  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W»  SPE1«HT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     |  Back  to  Life. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Surge's  Romance. 

By  R.  A.  STERIVBALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  I.OU1S   STEVErVSOlV. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  I    Prince  Otto. 
BV  BERTHA  TH<»1T1AS. 
Cressida. |  Proud  Maisie.  |  Vioiin-player. 
By  WAI^TER  THORINBUR*. 
Tales  for  Marines.  |  Old  Stories  Re-told. 
T.  ABOJ.PHUS  TROL,L.OPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  E.  El.EAIVOB  TROI^LOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  ANTHOIVY   TBOL,l.Ofr»E. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Daik. 
Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

Way  We  Live  Now.  |  Land-Leaguers. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIBCSE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAiV  'TURGEIVIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  JIARli.   TWAIIV. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age.      |  Huckleberry  Finn. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur. 
By  C.  C.  FRASER.TVTLIilR. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTI.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family, 
Lady  BelL  |  Blackball  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

Bv   AAROIV    WATSOIV   atjd 
I.TI.£iTAS  ^VASSERiTIAlVIV. 
The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

By   W I L.  1,1  AM  ^VESTAIil,. 
Trust-Money. 

Bv  Mrs.  F.  H.  WIL.L,IAMSOIV. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  9.  TVINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOB. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 
By  Eatly  WOOB.— Sabina. 
CE1.1A  PARKER  ^VOOt,L,Eir, 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology 

By  EBMUIVB   YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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